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HE J&UMMER 1IUEEN. 




CANTO nTEODUCTOEY. 

THE DAY DREAM. 

The month was June, the hour high noon, 

And from the blazing blue 
Both man and beast to the green shade 

Of hedge or tree withdrew. 

Upon a soft and mossy bed, 

Still fresh with Spring's mild breath, 
Where her last blossoms well nigh sped, 

With meek eye waited death, 

That day by Irwin's tide I lay, 
Screened in a fragrant bower 

Of eglantine and wild woodbine 
And hawthorn in full flower. 
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14 THE SUMVRR QUMKBT. 

From dawn of life the nook had known 

My laughter and my tears, 
And the fair scene did not disown 

The fellowship of years. 

The gentle spirit of the place 

Twice gentle was to me, 
Like a kind soul through some dear face 

It smiled familiarly. 

Tet asking still, and not in Tain, 

The wonder of an eye 
By Nature taught not to profane 

Her beauty's mystery, 

With aught of bold unholy gaze, 

Or free and easy glance ; 
Like those whom her gay robe betrays 

To rude or light advance. 

There lay I, drinking in the scene 
With more than first-born pleasure, 

And the stream tune had never been 
Of more melodious measure. 



THE DAT DREAM. 15 

On ran quiet musings, till the dread 

And awe of Nature's grace 
Weighed on my soul, and joy lay wed 

In pensive thought's embrace. 

The sunlit landscape inward threw 

A shade of mystic gloom, 
Which gave a deep eternal hue 

To its brief summer bloom. 

As still I gazed the shadow grew 
Strong as the shroud of night ; 

My troubled heart no brightness drew 
From all that filled my sight. 

Ah me ! for aye in coloured day 

The light of life abides ; 
Tea in the noontide's clearest ray 

As in thick darkness hides. 

O every flower is an abyss ! 

My eyes no bottom find ; 
Its cup of dew an ocean is, 

Too deep for diving mind. 



16 THE SUJfXER QUEEN. 

Nor line of mine can ever go 
To touch the hidden ground 

That lies below all that I know, 
In dark and dread profound. 

Now weary of so grave a tone 
Thought turned to lighter strains, 

Till feeling making all her own 
Soothed reason's fruitless pains. 

With heart at ease, and mind unbent 

And all in disarray, 
Some time I spent in sweet content, 

How long I cannot say. 

For my emotion owned the power 

Of the soft water song ; 
And with like measure of the hour 

The two tides flowed along. 

And fancy lost in threadless maze, 
Was running here and there, 

Chasing vague shapes of coloured haze 
Fast melting into air. 



THE DAY DREAM. 17 

When lo ! a Maid of stately mien, 

Most beautiful to view, 
And all bedecked with flowery sheen 

Of every summer hue. 

She stands upon the river brink, 

And takes me by surprise, 
So that at first I hardly think 

I see with my own eyes. 

No maiden of the lovely vale 
Whose scented air she draws ! 

Fair daughter of sweet Irwindale 
So fair there never was. 

Nor any virgin in the land, 

Of high or low degree, 
Might by her on the greensward stand 

As fit her match to be. 

The Nymph, of brave majestic mould, 

Is graceful none the less ; 
Her chiselled features, high and bold, 

Are full of tenderness. 



18 THE SUMMER QUSKtf. 

On either cheek the rose of health 
Spreads pure of rustic rudeness ; 

Her eye, bespeaking wisdom's wealth, 
Shows wealth of native goodness. 

In vain might Reason seek a home 

Her lofty brow excelling, 
Or gentle Fancy in a dome 

Of fairer arch find dwelling. 

As waiting for the hasting hour 

Of love's calm certitude, 
There stands she in full open flower 

And bloom of maidenhood. 

In sooth a woman, beautiful, 

Yet creature more divine 
Than e'er swore to be dutiful 

And true at holy shrine. 

My spirit tastes the beam that flow* 
From out each azure portal, 

And by its quality well knows 
That she is more than mortal. 
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holy light ! since first awoke 

My soul to thy true ray, 
With mist had struggled what so broke 

lake dawn of blue-eyed day. 

A light of love, but not the love 

Of passion's restless fire ; 
Pure and serene, of strength above 

All tumult of desire. 

Nor beauty's dayspring nor its flood 

Of full meridian splendour 
E'er bathed fair lids of flesh and blood 

With aught so strong and tender. 

A pure, ethereal light of thought 
Like clearest sunshine gleaming, 

And yet with nameless mystery fraught 
From either orb is streaming: 

Now filling with the sweetest 6ense 

Of bright and lucid grace ; 
Anon, with consciousness intense 

Of depths no eye may trace. 



20 THR 8UMMER QUEEN. 

A creature seeming of the earth, 

So soft, so warm, so real ; 
And yet disowning common birth, 

Like that divine ideal 

At which the soul would fain arrive, 

Still sighing to behold 
The fairer forms which fair shapes strive 

So vainly to unfold. 

No wreath of floating airy stuff 

Of dream or reverie, 
Were rare and delicate enough 

To take a mould so free ; 

And yet all full of lusty life 
And crimson blood she seems ; 

In her strange being without strife 
Meet such unknown extremes. 

There as I lay she held my gaze 

By more than magic spell, 
And led me captive in a maze 

Of musings ill to tell. 
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For strange enchantment ruled the mood 

That now possessed my soul ; 
And more I felt than understood, 

What o'er my spirit stole. 

Yet I may say it was a trance 

Of awe-subdued delight, 
Toned to the sweet majestic glance 

Of her who filled my sight. 

So passing words in form and face, 

So beautiful in soul, 
As if there earth's dispersed graoe 

Met in a lovely whole. 

As if the richest qualities 

Scattered abroad in nature, 
The sense of fairest lines and dyes, 

Were fused in one rare creature; 

So that the well-embodied meaning, 

Rising as from the dead, 
No more a thing of painful gleaning, 

Its own life-light might shed. 
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It seemed as if all loveliness 

And grandeur I bad seen 
Would now through her itself express, 

And its full sense unscreen ; 

If only I could read aright 

The vision that I saw, 
And from such living symbol quite 

The soul and substance draw. 

If I might thus my mind but feed 

On her resplendent face, 
Then should the rarest truth from seed 

To flower spring up apace. 

If only I might drain the meaning 
That flowed from her deep eyes, 

Would end for good this hopeless leaning 
O'er searchless mysteries 

That make the grand and lovely earth, 

The more of all its graces, 
Too grave a place for lightsome mirth 

And pleasure's soft solaces. 



THE DAY DBBAM. 23 

Her shape a dream of loveliness 

Qives to the full-day blaze ; 
But the bright vision to confess, 

Its secret still delays. 

The Maiden treads the grassy floor, 

By Irwin's gentle wave ; 
She goes and sits upon the shore, 

Her queenly limbs to lave. 

Now she unties her golden hair, 

And slacks her crimson vest, 
And to the wooing western air, 

Half bares her swelling breast. 

Where a broad beech's branching head 

Keeps out the noontide glow, 
And where in cool of leafy shade, 

The soft tuned waters go ; 

There rests the Nymph beneath the tent 

Of overhanging leaves ; 
Her stately form is forward bent, 

And she a garland weaves. 
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It is of blue and purple bells, 
Wild rose-buds half unsealed ; 

Heart's ease, haw blossoms, and what else 
The place and season yield. 

Anon, as weary of her play, 

She casts the flowers aside ; 
As careless of her garland gay, 

She drops it in the tide. 

The Maid, like one in vision caught, 

Faces the noontide ray 
As if her spirit sunk in thought 

Drank light, but not of day. 

And wotting of such guardless dream, 

Her ruby lips make haste 
Their charms to match with softest gleam 

Of pearl serene and chaste. 

Afresh the damask roses blush, 

And their rich dye renew, 
As now her soul returns to gush 

Through the illumined blue. 
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And forth upon the summer air 

Breaks her melodious voice, 
In a quick burst of music rare, 

That takes me by surprise. 

A chime, full sounding, strong and clear, 

As of rich human tongue ; 
Yet of a tone one may not hear 

By lips of dust out-rung. 

Ajid so held by redoubled awe, 
Mixed with strange joy that day, 

Nor eye, nor ear, could I withdraw 
As thus on ran her lay. 





C&HTQ SECOHD. 

THB SOUTH LAND. 

The flowery south will own my birth, 

Of nobler lineage none, 
My mother, the soft bosomed Earth, 

My sire, the bright haired Sun. 

O lovely land where I saw light, 

Far in the burning zone ; 
O fairest mother, dear delight 

From thy fond face then shone. 

And thou of glorious golden tress, 

And eye of flaming fire ; 
With kisses thou didst stoop to press, 

And own thyself my sire, 
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Then mother Earth called loud for mirth, 
And bade all creatures cheer ; 

And the glad Sun retailed the birth, 
Along the day and year. 

Since blooming Summer now is born, 

No more in scanty glean 
Shall life yield balm to ease its thorn ; 

And she shall be our Queen. 

And all the year in that south land, 

Sit I on lofty throne, 
With golden sceptre in my hand, 

Which none refuse to own. 

There over all the wide domain, 

Rich beauty do I shower ; 
O'er mountain, valley-slope, and plain, 

I scatter royal dower. 

O'er regions which the swiftest bird 

Of air might fail to measure, 
In a moon's circuit, my high word 
* Is done with right good pleasure. 
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The ether element obeys 

The whisper of my tongue ; 
Nor land, nor sea, in grudge delays 

Tribute not sternly wrung ; 

Brought as a gift of willing duty, 

To one who loves to spend 
Her life and all her wealth of beauty, 

As given for no base end. 

To heart's content, both man and beast, 

With food are satisfied ; 
All look to me, greatest and least, 

And none goes unsupplied. 

The deep loam soil, for gift of corn, 

Yields heavy Indian maze, 
Whose stately stalks might laugh to scorn, 

What land like this displays. 

The plantain, and the bread-fruit tree, 

Offer no stinted fare ; 
To every hungry mouth as free 

As heaven's own vital air. 
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The lofty coco's drooping head 

Bears load of giant nuts ; 
The cow-tree's milk in streams is shed 
. If one her rind but cuts. 

The fig and orange flourish there, 

And many a goodly vine, 
Whose branches bursting clusters bear, 

To glad man's heart with wine. 

The myrtle throws its fragrant screen 

O'er many a sighing maiden, 
Drinking soft whisperings at e'en, 

With softer meaning laden. 

The banian, too, beneath whose spread 

An army all arrayed 
May stand, or rest, or freely tread, 

So wide the pillared shade. 

My native country well may boast 

Its lofty sapphire arch, 
Where sun, and moon, and starry host 

In proudest splendour march. 
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There day by day, with golden light, 
The cloudless heavens are gleaming ; 

A silver flood, the livelong night, 
O'er sea and land is streaming. 

O Night ! for calm of majesty, 
Thy moon's pure beaming lustre ; 

And for right royal bravery, 
Thy stars in jewel cluster ! 

A tent of diamond-spangled blue, 
The spacious earth o'er-spreading, 

To me, how old, and yet how new; 
Fresh glory ever shedding ! 

The spirit of the southern night, 

Its soul all passionless, 
With sweet serene of holy light, 

O how shall tongue express ! 

Its awe of dreamy mystery, 

And witchery of grace ; 
The seeming trance of vision high 

And deep that lights its face, 
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As with the meaning of unseen 

Grandeur and loveliness, 
Lying within ethereal screen 

Of light that will confess 

Its secrets to no mortal gaze, 

Nor yet to eye like mine ; 
Clear of all grossness, and dull haze, 

Of pure and piercing shine ! 

There signs of His dread majesty, 

My soul can well discern ; 
And there, too, of man's history, 

Not little do I learn. 

O Night ! thy silence is a voice 

Of never-dumb laudation ; 
Thy noiseless spheres pour music choice 

A wide immense creation. 

His awful thoughts there are returning, 

Alway unto the source 
From which they came ; that holy burning, 

Ne'er wavers in true course. 



32 THE SUMMER QUEEN. 

The strong, young life of famous nations 

Is writ on that expanse ; 
The thoughts of buried generations, 

There brightly gleam and glance. 

There is the old astrology, 

Its native spring and well; 
And there, too, clear as light of day, 

The secret of its spell. 

The sages of this northern land, 

And of this latter age, 
Show but how ill they understand, 

The force of that grand page, 

When they deplore as sad illusion, 

Faith in its heavenly signs, 
And deem that man, in mere confusion 

Of mind, so read its lines. 

No vain conceit asking derision, 

Gave such enchanting skies, 
A deep charm-whisper for decision 

Of human destinies. 
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How fairly learned, in that high school, 

That soft and clear star-eyes, 
So full of soul, are no less full 

Of secret sympathies 

With man, on whose up-glancing eye, 

Their spiritual rays are 
Shed down as meant to satisfy, 

The heart of the star-gazer. 

There, too, trace I the mighty spell, 

That drew man's heart away 
From One whose power no tongue can tell, 

Of universal sway. 

Well know I what did so entice 

The Chaldee of old story, 
To kiss his hand, when in the skies 

The moon walked in her glory. 

And to adore the host of heaven, 

And so become a breaker, 
Of high and holy precept given 

By the Almighty Maker. 
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O rare the charms of lovely night 
Arching that sweet south land ; 

And beautiful in bright day-light, 
It spreads on every hand, 

Beneath a sun whose downright beam, 
Through cloudless air makes way, 

Enriching every lake and stream, 
€t With heavenly alchemy." 

Broad rivers fed with mountain snow, 

Temper the tropic heat ; 
And palm groves, nourished by their flow, 

Offer a cool retreat 

Where man and beast to heart's content, 
May drink the cup of pleasure, 

With which my heart is ever bent 
To fill all without measure. 

All healing herbs of virtue rare 
Spring from the willing soil ; 

And trees whose fruitful branches bear 
No mark of dresser's toil. 



THE SOUTH LAND. 3$ 

There gardens of delight abound, 

Watered by living wells ; 
Where spikenard, balm, and myrrh are found, 

Mixing their pleasant smells. 

And gorgeous blossoms fill the air 
With brightness of their gleam ; 

And every scene is lovely fair 
As maiden's young love-dream. 

There bounds the graceful antelope, 

Fleet as the winged wind ; 
Leaving the palm trees ere she stop, 

Sunk in the plain behind. 

There treads the giant elephant : 

Of strength, a towering show; 
Who calmly holds his chosen haunt, 

Nor seeks, nor shuns a foe. 

'Tis there the tawny lion reigns 

In majesty of might ; 
Of kingly courage that disdains 

The coward thought of flight. 
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The untamed horse, and proud wild ass, 
With ne'er a yoke to stress, 

At their free pleasure crop the grass 
Of the wide wilderness. 

The tiger and the leopard roam 
In woods of boundless spread, 

Where thousands else find a fit home, 
And day by day are fed. 

Creatures most beautiful and strong, 
Graceful, and swift of motion, 

All hid from sight, a countless throng, 
'Neath wave of deep green ocean. 

There hold I dear the wild gazelle, 

And in her liquid eye 
See beauty's own, the purest well 

Of loveliness descry. 

The tameless zebra, too, I love, 

The fairest of all beasts ; 
And tall giraffe, who looks above, 

And on high branches feasts. 
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There moves the tortoise at snail pace, 
Knowing that none can harm her ; 

All safe from fiercest creatures' chase, 
In fence of shell-plate armour. 

And there upon the sunny shore, 

Bask turtles at their ease ; 
Or swim, or dive down to explore 

The depths of halcyon seas : 

Seas lying as in utter calm, 

Of deep and dreamless sleep, 
Which sense and soul doth in sweet balm 

Of pure oblivion steep ; 

Seas lying as in blissful rest 

Of a soft, visioned slumber, 
Heaving fair maiden's tranquil breast 

To show the rythmic number 

And cadence of the inward swell, 

Stirring the gentle soul ; 
Which by no other speech can tell 

Of the mysterious roll ; 
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% Unless, too, like these placid seas, 
The sleeper's eyeless face 
Is filled with lustre that agrees 
To shadow what of grace 

. And beauty floods the heart with bliss 
Or from the lips there pour 
Low murmurings, as of waves that kiss 
The happy southern shore; 

Whose music fills me with a sense 

Of soft, subdued emotion, 
As if I drank the calm immense 

Of that pacific ocean ; 

As if I shared "the sea of dreams," 
Of deep unfathomed meaning, 

Which that sea's bosom often seems 
In slumber to be screening., 

Yet I have heard these waters mutter 
In tones of kindling passion ; 

And I have known them rise to utter 
Their wrath in fiercest fashion. 
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Vexed by some squall-blast, or provoked 

By strong tempestuous wind, 
A hidden fury is uncloaked, 

That sore disturbs my mind. 

For then I feel that my mild sway, 

Oe'r such impulsive forces, 
Is but a feeble rein to stay 

From wild and wayward courses ; 

Which spread disorder and distress 
Through Nature's peaceful realm, 

And creatures used to my caress, 
In dire destruction whelm. 

Ah me ! but there are fearful deeps 

Within the ocean's breast, 
Where passion, pitiless, now sleeps, 

Anon with white foam crest 

To leap up in the face of heaven, 

The challenge to defy 
Of chafing winds, as sadly given 

To bursts of fury high, 
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And slumber powers of sudden rage, 

In earth as well as sea, 
Which fierce and fitful warfare wage 

With my tranquillity. 

Wasting the fair and lovely life, 
Joy to my heart that brings ; 

Spoiling, in blindness of rude strife, 
A thousand pleasant things. 

By times, strong evil force awakes, 

Deep in the solid ground ; 
Nor rests till broad-based mountain shakes, 

And plain heaves far around. 

And then will open dreadful jaws, 

That swallow up a city, 
Or garden fair, without a pause 

Of soft relenting pity. 

Again will some volcano vomit, 

Ashes more pestilent 
Than any shower ill-omened comet 

From hairy tail e'er sent ; 
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Or hurricane will sweep athwart 

The land to my dismay, 
With savage bellow and loud snort, 

Leaping upon his prey. 

Why native energies should dwell 

In elemental being, 
So full of purpose fierce and fell 

Passes my soul's eye-seeing ; 

Unless it be that, as dark night 

Sheds lustre on the day, 
These bursts, in spirit, may requite 

Broken serenity ; 

Unless thus Nature means to say 

That she is bland and mild, 
Not weakly, as a maiden gay, 

Or as a little child. 

Why bruit of clouds that cross the sky, 

Their shadow overcasting 
Soft loveliness and beauty high, 

And gladness everlasting, 
j) 
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O never long to dim the grace 

Of that delightsome zone, 
And from my face the smile to chase, 

Do ills like these run on. 

And so the creatures on dry ground 
Are free from dread of harm, 

And take no thought "of sight or sound 
Full of such dire alarm. 

And so my turtles at their ease, 
Bask on the peaceful shore ; 

Or swim, or dive, if so they please, 
The sea depths to explore. 

And birds may float in air serene 
And warm through all the year; 

Or nestle under leafy screen, 
No autumn comes to sear : 

Birds of superbest rainbow wing, 

And of rich spangled vest, 
That far around strong radiance fling, 

So bravely are they drest. 
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Of these, the bird of paradise 

Above the rest I hold, 
Whose feathers rival sunset skies, 

In purple and in gold. 

My little love-birds are a joy, 

Each day to look upon ; 
Fair out and in, the true love boy 

Hath made them all his own. 

The mighty ostrich runs at large, 

Athwart the desert sand, 
Leaving her eggs to the Sun's charge, 

And touch of my own wand. 

There stalk the giant flamingos, 

Like soldiers in array, 
All ranged in long and measured rows, 

And decked in scarlet gay ; 

Or straggle on the marshy shore 

Gf wild sequestered lake ; 
Or lone sea-margin-shoal explore, 

Their proper prey to take. 
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And darts the wingless cassowary, 

Fleeter than Arab steed ; 
With eye bold lion well might carry, 

And head all helmeted ; 

Yet inward heart with outward feature 

So strangely disagrees, 
That of a peaceful timid nature, 

From every foe she flees. 

My fairy humming-birds, on poise 
Of viewless wing, drink there 

From shining flower-cups, and rejoice 
With jewel-flash the air. 

In that dear land the turtle-doves 

Unto each other call ; 
Ti lling all day their gentle loves, 

In voice of soft sweet fall. 

Ten thousand living things scaled bright, 

In silver and in gold, 
Shine there all day, from dawn of light, 

Most wondrous to behold, 
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The evening air, O sight entrancing, 

Is all alive with creatures, 
In bliss of lovely being dancing, 

And flashing like sky meteors ; 

Or strange aurora lights that gambol 

Around the steadfast star, 
Sport like to check my northern ramble, 

And gates of frost unbar ; 

Or storm winds sure to drive me hence, 

If I am not away 
Ere those high prancers leap the fence 

That holds them back from play ; 

Pleasant, maychance, to northern eye, 

But little charming me, 
Who better love the shining fly 

Dance of my own countr^e, 

Which I can rule at my own pleasure, 
And, by light touch of wand, 

Tune all according to the measure 
Of the sweet choral band 
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Of sighing winds, and singing streams, 
And air-stirred forest trees ; 

So that the dance as on it gleams, 
With soft toned swell agrees ; 

And with the inward beat and chime, 
Of heart and soul like mine ; 

Tuned all in concord with a clime 
That sees no polar sign 

Of frost and snow, or wintry blast, 
To mar such light- winged revel; 

Which all year long may gleesome last, 
Unchecked by fear of evil. 

O the strong joy of the weak things, 
And flash of bright life spark, 

Fill with a sight to touch fine strings, 
The gladdened southern dark. 

An insect cloud quick with the soul 

Of purest ecstasy ; 
In the fair realm of my control, 

Nought fairer meets my eye. 



I 
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Withal to match that airy charm, 

And answer still my wishes, 
Clear and untroubled waters swarm 

With tribes of sparkling fishes, 

Which float at ease in tranquil pools, 
Screened from the noontide ray; 

Or, when their instinct so o'er-rules, 
Swift dart upon their prey. 

Most beautiful in golden scale, 

Shine belly, back, and side ; 
With sweep of silver fin and tail, 

Most gracefully they glide ; 

With coral, amber, sapphire, beryl, 

With every jewel gleam 
'Twixt deep blood ruby and pale pearl, 

They brighten lake and stream. 

O country, ever dear to me ! 

In every grace complete, 
Of flower, and herb, and goodly tree, 

Like Edens happy seat. 
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sweetest land ! where earth and sky, 

And creatures all agree 
To do my pleasure, and where I 

Bless all who wait on me. 

Each creature there that wings the air, 
Or walks upon the ground, 

Or swims the waters, owns my care, 
To me in love is bound. 

Its flowers I dye with colours high, 
And every plant I nourish ; 

But for the favour of my eye, 

Not one would grow and flourish. 

that fair land is all my own, 
And mine are all its graces ; 

There reign I, daughter of the Sun, 
Born of his warm love kisses. 

Full many an age has sunk in night, 

Since first I saw its face, 
Yet still it yields me fresh delight, 

And every sweet solace. 
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The Nymph now rested her rich tongue, 

Of tone that gave my ear 
What these poor lips must leave unsung, 

Ne'er hoping to make clear 

A sound that seemed to catch the soul 

Of all sweet melodies, 
And give new spirit to the whole ;• 

Blending the harmonies 

Of nature and of art in one 

Stream of essential tune, 
Of grand and beautiful onrun 

That made each note a boon 

In its mere touch of yielding drum, 

Owning a nameless pleasure, 
No dream of which before had come, 

In rarest music measure. 

A flow in its ethereal lave, 
Enough to drown the thought 

That floated on the airy wave, 
Ere mind its sense had caught : 
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To drown the thought in fluid tide 

Of the bewildering song, 
Coming in gentle vocal glide 

Of influence so strong 

That now I doubt of graceful turns 

And chimes in the discourse ; 
And fear that here her language burns 

Not as it left its source: 

That my sad slips disgrace her lips 

In many a mangled line ; 
That her bright mind lies in eclipse 

Upon this page of mine. 

Ceased the sweet sound, and on the ground, 

Again stands she upright ; 
And now her glance runs all around, 

As drinking in the sight 

Of loveliness that filled the place, 

Of feature rare and choice : 
So pauses she for a short space, 

And then lets out her voice. 
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O'er far-spread land and deep-sea wave, 

Seek I this foreign soil, 
What time, fast locked in icy cave, 

The North wind sleeps awhile'; 

What time the chill Siberian blast, 
That rides on Baltic billow, 

All spent and weary, rests at last 
Upon his snowy pillow ; 

What time Atlantic breezes chase 

The stealthy frosts away, 
That bring fruit blossoms to disgrace, 

And on young leaflets prey. 
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Tis when thine eye, mighty Sire, 

Hath driven to farthest pole, 
And quelled, with glance of flaming fire, 

Fierce Winter's stormy soul ; 

And when the fairy-fingered Spring, 
With living green hath spread 

Such place as this where now I sing, 
And woven such tent o'erhead ; 

When she has graced the banks and bowers 

With Nature's softest dye, 
And mixed her pale and saffron flowers 

With buds that own my eye; 

When she has shed her softening showers, 
And soothed with many a sigh 

And bland wind-kiss the wintry powers, — 
'Tis then I northward hie. 

Not till the shivering Earth, all clad 
And cheered with woodland pipe, 

Feels her cold breast grow warm and glad, 
Count I my time full ripe. 
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And when brown Autumn claims the sway 

Of hill, and dale, and mead ; 
Of wild wood shade, and garden gay, 

Then do I southward speed. 

If but his russet skirt I spy 

Sweeping the green wayside ; 
Or his first foot-print catch my eye, 

Not long care I to bide. 

When he begins to sear the leaves, 

And cool the shortening day, 
And gather in his yellow sheaves, 

Then must I haste away. 

His red and purple berries gleam 

In air that cuts my breath, 
His mellow fruits hang in a beam, 

To me like touch of death. 

What time, unscared by Taurus' horn, 

My Sire looks on the Twins, 
And fierce Orion laughs to scorn, 

My northern sway begins. 
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And when, his back on Leo's tail, 
He owns the heavenly Virgin, 

I do not hope long to prevail 
O'er this stern wintry region. 

These two celestial terms embrace 

My season of sojourn, 
And tell me when to shew my face, 

And when my back to turn. 

But many 8Lyear such measured tread, 
Toned to high spheral chime, 

Is sore disturbed by discords bred 
In this uncertain clime. 

Now, some forewarning omen meets me, 

My coming to delay ; 
Then, some seductive sign entreats me 

My southward step to stay. 

Thus, by constraint, these rhythmic feet 

Of mine go fast or slow, 
Oft as the wayward wave of heat 

Mistimes its tidal flow. 
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For I was born to breathe the air 

Of bright and glowing skies ; 
I first saw light where all is fair, 

And beauty never dies ; 

Where lovely Earth foreruns desire, 
With her sweet smiling glance, 

And heavenly signs do all conspire 
To shew me countenance. 

Once more I stand in the north land, 

And give my yearly greeting 
To all within its sea-beat strand, 

Most joyous be our meeting. 

To wood, and stream, and rushy fountain, 

I offer words of cheer ; 
To hill, and dale, and rocky mountain, 

To moorland, wild and drear. 

Far have I come, nor long can stay, 

Yet will I deck and grace, 
With flowery beauty, rich and gay, 

This country's checkered face. 
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Of all the sisters twelve who order 
By tarns the year's advance, 

Within this rugged northern border, 
Three only own my glance. 

If common talk and fame were true, 

t Then would I claim the sway 
Of one already passed from view, 
Of grass-green kirtled May. 

How men should so mistrust their eyes 

Or perversely agree 
To lift their tongue against the skies, 

A riddle is to me. 

If fortune of such early rule 
Does once or twice befall me, 

Ten times its promise comes to fool, 
And disconcert, and gall me. 

And if I else than lightly rate 
The best of her bland welcomes, 

'Tis what she gives not long, ere fate 
To sound her yearly knell, comes. 



THE MAIDENS THREE. 57 

True to the core is she who stands 

Now here before mine eyes ; 
The friendly concert of our wands 

Gladdens the earth and skies. 

My heart's delight is blue-eyed June, 

Rich gifts on her I shower, 
And in her ear all day a tune 

Of sweetest music pour. 

Pure wine of gladness be to thee, 

The fairest of the fair ; 
Dearest to me of the sweet three, 

My tender love who share. 

All morn this soft and shady seat, 
With blossoms Fve been dressing ; 

And tender buds thy lips to meet, 
Their dewy lips out-pressing. 

With speedwell and forget-me-not 

I'll braid thy flowing hair ; 
A blue and yellow iris knot ' 

Thou on thy breast shalt wear. 
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Of golden broom and wild woodbine, 

My eager fingers haste, 
A necklace and a zone to twine 

Around thy throat and waist. 

At thy first step in this green dale, 
The mead-queen lifts her head ; 

While waits the lily of the vale 
Her scented snow to shed. 

And many a rosebud thee to greet, 

Deepens her dawning glow ; 
While lingers still the primrose sweet, 

Her setting star to show. 

On English soil my cowslips die 

In the green lap of May ; 
Here still they stand, with downcast eye 

As loath to pass away. 

And there the hawthorn's sun-shorn plume 
Bespecks May's grass-wove vest ; 

Whereas her tufted milk-white bloom 
Is now thy fitting crest. 
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Here buttercups are fain to kiss thee, 
With lips half-sealed in death ; 

And hyacinths may hope to bless thee 
With their departing breath. 

All grace and honour be to thee, 

The fairest of the fair ; 
Thou dearest of the maidens three, 

My tender love who share. 

For thee, soft banks with shady bowers 

Of woven green are tented, 
Filled with thy ranks of lady flowers, 

And with their sweet breath scented. 

If I should number half the throng, 

That round about thee press, 
Then should the light wings of my song 

Sink down in weariness. 

In meadow, too, and hedgeless wild, 

Are found thy scattered train, 
Along the wayside are they filed, 

And marsh-lands hosts contain, 
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In mountain-gorge, and under shade 

Of thorny brake they hide, 
Their ranks are seen in cultured field, 

And on the waste seaside. 

The milk-worts and the sweet rosemaries, 

And the fair orchis race, 
With all the tribe of white strawberries, 

Delight to see thy face. 

The poppy's red head he uprears, 
Among the green corn stalks, 

And as the corn still hides her ears, 
He to the charlock talks, 

As also do the soft young thistles, 
Of all that makes thy charm, 

Still guiltless they of angry bristles, 
Hardened in prickly harm. 

The bindweed must her love confess, 

And so around thee throws 
Her slender arms, thy vest to dress 

With bells of white and rose. 
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With kindly sign, the pimpernel 

Reports lid-weighing noon, 
And she will rain and storm foretell, 

Sure as the changing moon. 

And noon or night, the eglantine 
Leans o'er thy slumbering head, 

And sweetens with her breath divine 
The air that fans thy bed. 

Comes, too, well guised in cowl of blue, 
And frock of green, monk's-hood 

Who loves short shrift, and false or true, 
With death-seal makes it good. 

Nursing pale death in every pendant, 

In root, and stem, and blade, 
Behind him stalks, as fit attendant, 

The purple-belled nightshade. 

The hemlocks, too, a naughty crew, 
If mortals judge them rightly, 

All come to pay thee honour due, 
In court dress fresh and sightly. 
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The ragged-robin and the sage, 

Hope each a glance to win ; 
Though shines the twin-starred saxifrage, 

With others of her kin. 

To do thee grace the splendid gorse, 

Who all the year inclines 
To show his wealth, now course on course, 

Gold-braids his hedge of spines. 

My mother Earth, for love of thee, 

Her richest robe puts on, 
And calls on flower and leafy tree 

Their best' array to don. 

And my proud Sire his step delays, 

Along the arching sky, 
And widens out the circling days, 

The more to beautify 

The season of thy queenly reign, 

With brightness of his face, 
And with rich dress, thy goodly train, 

The more to deck and grace. 
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Long lingers he, and late goes down 

Behind the far north-west, 
Like monarch wearing golden crown, 

And glorious crimson vest : 

And as unseen he still descends, 

And on his journey presses 
Athwart the north, still up he sends 

Gleams of his flowing tresses ; 

To tell that now through depths profound, 

He'll not his circle sweep ; 
To tell how soon he will be found 

Climbing anew heaven's steep. 

And fair Aurora from her bed 

Of purple-curtained saffron, 
Uprears each morn her shining head, 

E'er stars have more than half run 

Their course from eastern bar of heaven 

Towards the western gate : 
Till night has told her last of seven 

Short hours scarce will she wait ; 
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But all in haste on thee to gaze, 

And give thee early cheer, 
Shakes off betimes sleep's dreamy haze, 

And glancing full and clear, 

With rosy face and soft blue eye, 

Upon thy loveliness, 
Stoops down to greet thee from on high 

With maidenly caress. 

All grace and honour be to thee, 

The fairest of the fair ; 
Thou brightest of the bright-eyed three, 

My yearly rule that share. 

The burden of thy loveliness 

Tasks my immortal tongue, 
And presses down with weariness 

Each failing wing of song. 

If I should ne'er my lips refrain, 
Singing from noon to noon, 

Yet would my strain fill up thy reign, 
And measure out its moon. 
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On July's brow so high and haught, 

A gorgeous crown reposes ; 
It is of deep-dyed pansies wrought, 

And full-blown garden roses. 

And many a water-lily bud 

Its splendour pure unfolds, 
To grace her corslet all bestud 
• With bright-eyed marigolds. 

The yellow mountain saxifrage 

Is for her stately neck ; 
With giant bell-flowers I engage 

Her waist to gird and deck. 

With buds and flowers of white field rose, 

IH trim her flowing kirtle ; 
Her temples balm and thyme enclose, 

For lack of native myrtle. 

Pressed by her footstep, rich perfume 

The meadow clover sheds ; 
The woodroof, when in forest gloom 

Or leafy shade, she treads. 
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The proud-belled foxglove comes to swell 

Her high and pompous state ; 
And 3till the sword-leafed asphodel 

Is pleased on her to wait. 

And I have charged the rough wild bramble 

To cast on her no slight ; 
And so his locks of unkempt ramble 

He decks with blossoms white. 

He brags of fruit, and bids her tarry 

To taste his purple wine ; 
But what cares she for his dew-berry, 

Or blood of such a vine ; 

For now a full ripe vintage laughs, 

In garden and in wild, 
Whose red and amber juice she quaffs, 

Of flavour bland and mild. 

The pale-faced poppy swells her train, 

Of potent charm to steep 
In lethargy the troubled brain, 

And bless tired lids with sleep. 
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Hers, too, the purple-veined eye-bright, 

Of force at once to clear 
From darkening film the outward sight, 

And inwardly to cheer. 

The tall and stately willow-herb, 

Flaunting in gorgeous dress 
Of rosy blossoms, towers superb, 

A prince above the press. 

And softest glance of beauty throws 

The drooping winter-green ; 
Mixing the lily and the rose, 

Of flowers the fairy queen. 

Brave July comes with stately stride, 

To don my grandest robes ; 
And all day long, with swelling pride, 

Her fiery bosom throbs. 

Her face is flushed with richest bloom 

And flower of loveliness ; 
Her brow glows like its red rose plume, 
# With beauty's consciousness. 
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The glory hers of summer's prime, 

Of full and perfect being ; 
Her nature with the zenith climb 

Of the year's life agreeing. 

Proud boast to me her burning eye, 

Superb imperious gait, 
Her gorgeous dress of colours high, 

And features all elate. 

Comes she at her fixed time, a vision 

So glorious to behold, 
That choicest words were a derision 

Of bearing, look, and mould. 

So comes, but oft ere lost to sight, 
A cloud bedims the dream ; 

Her face is veiled from noonday light, 
And tears her cheeks o'erstream : 

As if within that haughty form, 
Decked in such high array, 

A heart with soft emotions warm, 
Must now show gentle sway : 
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As if some hidden spring of sadness, 

Deep in that queenly breast, 
Now drowned the fire of her proud gladness, 

And burst forth unreprest. 

Well do I love her lofty glance ; 

The better for her weeping : 
And tears of hers the more entrance, 

That they a face are steeping, 

Whose features show a mighty force 

Of feeling to contend 
Against what opens, now the source 

From which the floods descend. 

Like diverse colours that conspire, 

The more they disagree, 
To raise each other's beauty higher, 

Such contrast is to me. 

Well do I know that such a fashion 
And make of heart doth render 

Truly sublime the lofty passion, 
And truly sweet the tender, 
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Delightsome sight to see a soul 

Showing distinct and clear, 
That pole afar opposes pole ; 

A balanced course to steer, 

Like this great ball's sweep round the sun : 

A true and goodly world, 
Whose whirlings light or dark ne'er shun, 

Else fast to chaos hurled. 

Full clear see I that her brave joy 

And glances all elate, 
Are mixed with tears, not to destroy 

Or mar her fair estate. 

Yea, in my own experience, 
The same truth is made good, 

And year by year grows more intense, 
And gains in certitude. 

Anew, learn I each following day, 

That fulness of my life, 
Joy, beauty, strength, and unity, 

Come of harmonious strife. 
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Her voice lay still, but its last strain, 

As it in silence died, 
Stirred in my mind a musing train, 

That filled the soundless void. 

The Summer Queen's harmonious song 

Had struck a note so deep, 
That soul and heart still rang full strong 

With chime that would not sleep ; 

Ongoing, free and tunefully, 

Responsive to her high 
And most profound philosophy, 

Out-breathed melodiously. 

Harmonious strife ! the very life 
And soul of the world's flow ; 

The very life, true balanced strife 
Of Nature's mystic show. 

The pride and joy of Him who sways 

Creation, to atone 
Stern warring things ; strong contraries 

To bid all meekly own 
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A fellowship of being, hid 
In his own secret thought ; 

His clasping Oneness ne'er defied 
By threat of fierce onslaught 

Of creature power, opposing power. 

! judge not Him betrayed 
Into disturbance of storm scour, 

In aught that He hath made. 

Out of confusion He brings order ; 

Nay, what seems most to clash 
Lies farthest from chimera-border 

Of wild chaotic dash. 

The sea is His, and He did make 

The same to beat the shore 
In anger that durst never break, 

By its loud thunder roar, 

The calm in which He wields the reins ; 

And the strong earthquake throe, 
Volcano burst, and hurricane's 

Tumultuous flood of woe. 
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% Are full of His Eternal peace : 
He bids them ever charge 
Themselves, and all that their release 
Of might afflicts, with large 

And deep report of His quiet rest 

Of Infinite control. 
Bids He them answer high behest, 

Weaving with ease a whole 

Of well-poised musical discourse, 
From notes whose single ring 

On finite ear may seem full hoarse, 
And struck from halting string. 

O every planet in its swing 

Around the centre sun, 
Shows how His word doth order bring 

Of tides that counter-run. 

The diverse currents of the world 

Cross but for unity ; 
No drop or grain is rudely hurled, 

But moves obediently 
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To One who seeks to give His Oneness 

To all of Him begotten. 
The touch of death can leave no numbness, 

Or ancient grave forgotten 

Hold aught that claims of highest life, 

More than a victory, 
To make the fruit of final strife 

Shine the more lustrously. 

Such thoughts ran on until her tune, 

Alive again, forbade 
All else mind's chamber, filled with throng 

That came in brave parade. 
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For August's brow a green fern wreath 

Is woven in bosky dell; 
And for her brow the purple heath 

Hangs out its honey-bell. 

Her vest and skirts I'll richly trim 
With trefoil's yellow bloom ; 

Parnassus grass for girdle slim 
I'll weave in noiseless loom. 

In her right hand the golden rod 
Shall shine as queenly sceptre ; 

And in her left, with threatening nod, 
The thistle shall protect her. 
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Ah me ! as thus I look before me, 

Along the course of time, 
Steals tide of pensive musing o'er me, 

Like sound of sad knell chime. 

Now many a gentle flower, its race 
All run, its sweet breath sped, 

Its beauty wasted, hides its face, 
And slumbers with the dead : 

The dead of many generations 

Of its own frail kindred, 
The countless dead of tribes and nations, 

Who once with open lid 

Like it looked on the morning's grace, 
And saw the noontide glory, 

And drank life's joy, but went apace ; 
Ah me! the endless story. 

Ah me ! the oft-told tale of all 
Who draw the breath of life ; 

Here on this vast revolving ball, 
Still this eternal strife 
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Betwixt creation and destruction, 

Fair growth and sad decay ; 
'Twixt lovely life and foul corruption, 

Still, still the same alway. 

Even man himself, a high-wrought creature 

And large of soul, is frail ; 
Fades like a flower, flits like a meteor, 

'Gainst death cannot prevail. 

Yea, too, an inward whispering voice 

Tells me that even I 
May yet, by wavering vital poise, 

Be taught that I must die. 

Nay, sometimes it doth even seem 

As if my mighty Sire 
Had lost, since first I felt his beam, 

Something of youthful fire : 

And well I know with him decays, 
My strength, and must depart 

With his my life, which only stays 
Through charm of his fire-heart. 
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Die then we may, but die flowers must ; 

Almost as soon as born 
Die they, and drop into the dust, 

Of all their beauty shorn. 

And many will be dead and gone, 

And more be passing fast, 
When of the three I love to own 

Comes in her turn the last. 

Yet she may boast a bright array, 

That round about her press, 
And who her golden sceptre's sway 

All loyally confess. 

'Mongst these are some of virtue rare, 

To give ease and content 
To mortals, some of feature fair, 

And others of sweet scent. 

Still waits the gracious agrimony, 

To cure foul viper's bite, 
Or sore flesh canker, or deep bony 

Distemper to put right. 
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The tansies, too, both wild and tame : 

The one makes women fair, 
The other well will help the same 

Many fair babes to bear. 

Ah me ! those days of faith departed, 

When miracles were wrought, 
By these, and other virtuous-hearted 

Herbs, by old leeches sought. 

O man ! ne'er firm or constant found, 

Now he believes with greed 
More than the truth, then turns right round 

And tramples on his creed 

Hers are the yellow mignonettes, 

Who all day look the sun 
Right in the face, until he sets, 

His heavenly journey done : 

The gentian, too, and bitter-sweet, 

The cudweed and spear-wort. 
And aromatic mints compete 

For place in her escort 
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With others that to balmy scent 

Of fresh green leaf, now add 
A modest bloom, devoutly bent, 

Her passing days to glad. 

And she, too, boasts a goodly band 

Of bright exotic flowers, 
Who own, like me, the far south land, 

Gay children of its bowers. 

There first find place the dahlia race, 

Of every shining hue, 
That to flower face may lend a grace, 

Save only primal blue. 

Owns she the many-coloured aster, 

Who holds erect her head, 
As if she thought that few would cast her 

Beauty into the shade. 

Now, too, the fair carnation blushes. 

Like modest virgin bride, 
Whose warm love all the more outrushes, 

That she it strives to hide. 
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Blazes the Afric marigold, 

Like her own native sun, 
As if she for herself made bold 

New summer course to run. 

These all, and many more rare flowers, 

May August justly claim, 
Of which none else, save one that towers 

Above the rest, I'll name : 

The hollyhock, on which I gaze, 

With ever new delight, 
A gallant flower that well may raise 

His head to such brave height : 

So shapely and compact in figure ; 

So fresh in leaf and petal ; 
So bold, and strong, and full of vigour, 

Yet bland and irild ; so settle 

The chief of virtues well combined 
In one flower form and nature, 

Worthy to flourish unconfined, 
And shoot to goodly stature. 
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Fresh bloom of maidenhood is thine, 
Sweet June, for evermore ; 

July is woman at the line 
Of beauty's highest soar. 

August shows full maturity 

That verges on decay ; 
Grave musings chasten her bright eye, 

And o'er her features play : 

As if from bosom quietly glad, 
With ripe life's tranquil breath, 

Still rose some shadow, softly sad, 
Of wasting and of death. 

Ah me ! she holds within her soul 

Much of that mystery 
Which darkens so the mystic scroll 

Of this earth's history. 

Bears she within her breast che fate 
Of the bright summer glory, 

Embodies in herself the weight 
Of that sad yearly story. 
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Rising once more from hazy trance 

Into full conscious being, 
The same resistless wave's advance, 

Once more her eyes are seeing. 

And in her very core must meet 
Response strong and profound, 

What doth anew her vision greet, 
Each time her month comes round. 

For through that pure ethereal texture 

Of body and of mind, 
There runs the whole in subtle mixture, 

Of tinging strains refined. 

■ 

Compressing, as it were, the sense 

And spirit of the season ; 
Herself is all made more intense, 

That she has come to gaze on. 

And so the gladness and the sorrow 

Of beauty's latter day, 
Is hers to give as well as borrow ; 

Is hers so natively, 
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That there its deep and inward meaning, 

By glance of eye is found, 
More fully than by longest gleaning 

Of fields of truth around. 

The mystery of glorious life, 

Threatened by death's dark billow, 

Sees she to set her breast at strife, 
As lifting from the pillow 

Her head, she looks again upon 
The face of this north land ; 

Sees fairest forms soon to be strewn 
By myriads on the strand 

Of ruin, and fast sucked into 

The gulph of nothingness ; 
Knows she how short a time will do, 

All this and nothing less. 

Yet are these eyes but softly sad, 

And only half down-cast ; 
Yet is that heart serenely glad, 

And genial to the last. 
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No mournful raiment does she don, 

But garments rich and rare, 
Whose tints are mellowed in their tone 

By each day's light and air. 

Hers is no weak and fretful heart, 

That chafes itself away 
In fruitless quarrel with the part 

Dramatic it must play 

On this great stage ; or murmurs at 

The whole plan of the world, 
As if the One with whom none sat 

In council, might hav*e hurled 

From night and chaos, something better 
Than what flies round the sun ; 

As if His wisdom felt some fetter, 
That marred its fair outrun, 

When by eternal ordinance, 

Ho fixed each cosmic change, 
That marks and measures time's advance, 

And ceaseless circling range ; 
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When He appointed flow and ebb, 

As the first law of being ; 
WJhen He resolved to weave the web 

Of life with threads agreeing, 

But for a little to endure 

The stress of daily wear, 
Dyeing the same with colours sure 

To fade the more they're fair ; 

When he unchained relentless death, 

On life of every grade ; 
On great and small that live by breath, 

On blush-rose and grass-blade. 

A tru^r spirit fills the breast 

Of her who sees the season 
Foretelling wave of curling crest, 

All proudly storming reason ; 

And deaf to softest beauty's prayer, 
That comes once more to sweep, 

With might that knows not how to spare, 
All, all into the deep ; 
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Into the deep all things to sweep, 

Most pleasant to the eye, 
In deep death-sleep my realm to steep, 

And drown it utterly. 

Too well knows she the homage due 

To Him of awful sway, 
With foolish murmuring fret to rue, 

That He gives for a prey 

Fair shapes that are but what He makes them, 
That have but what He gives ; 

That comes to life when he awakes them, 
To live in Him who lives : 

Fair shapes that drink his light and dew, 

Soft air, and gentle rain ; 
That at His word rise into view, 

And sink from sight again. 

A prey! not they, they draw warm breath, 

And take in what they can 
Of gladsome life, then rest in death, 

Ending where they began ; 



Their day of beauty, joy, and health, 
To their own selves a boon ; 

Their story full of wisdom's wealth, 
That shall not perish soon. 

Sees she, that, by such mystery 

Of lovely being spent, 
New meaning to the history 

Of each years round is lent. 

For so is told the Makers ease 

Of power that knows no measure ; 

Destroying what He well foresees 
He can restore at pleasure ; 

With ruin's flood he scours the earth, 
And spoils the sweet flower features, 

To show how light a task the birth 
Of all these myriad creatures. 

Sees, too, that beauty yearly dies, 

That its regeneration 
May yearly gladden and surprise, 

As by a fresh creation. 
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Dies thus that it may fully live, 

In mortal heart and soul ; 
Goes at each new return to give 

Its being all and whole : 

Or dies, alas ! as 'twere to save 

A sadder waste of breath ; 
Finds in the darkness of the grave 

Escape from living death. 

So dull the mind of northern man, 
That lovely things must pass, 

Lest they, by lengthening out their span, 
Should turn like sounding brass 

Or tinkling cymbal, striking full 

Upon the outward sense, 
And ending there a heartless rule 

Of sorry recompense. 

Perceives she how such change advances 
The rhythmic beat and chime 

Of the year's course, and so enhances 
The music of a clime 
o 
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Asking diversity of tone, 

As no unfair solace 
For what it cannot count its own, 

Of soft melodious grace. 

Nay, little as this northern land 
May charm a soul like mine ; 

Or its deep sympathies command, 
Full well do I divine 

That linked sweetness long drawn out 

Within my summer border, 
Is not here broken as by rout 

Of sounds confounding order, 

And jarring with eternal chords, 

And cadences of things ; 
But more gives place to what affords, 

As by fresh sweep of strings 

Or change of vocal key, new pleasure 

That weariness defies, 
As still runs out the well-ruled measure, 

In widening harmonics. 
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Each season's strain is tuned with skill, 

To satisfy the ear ; 
And all are harmonized to fill, 

And well content the year 

With rich variety of swell 

Upon no narrow scale, 
Which by exhaustion may compel 

The music to grow stale. 

So goes the tune that moves the soul, 

More than it stirs the air ; 
Whose tones of silent flow and roll, 

The outward hearing spare. 

And of like turn the sounding play 

Of waters, winds, and woods ; 
Changing all deftly, to display 

Nature's successive moods. 

Still on, the veering measure going, 

Summer and autumn sear, 
Winter and spring, in it is flowing 

The spirit of the year. 
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And well I wot no note of dead, 

Or false, or broken sound, 
In such discourse is ever sped, 

Through all the livelong round. 

The organ yields its tune to fingers, 
Which cannot touch amiss, 

And to a hand that never lingers, 
Short of divine success. 

Yea, the hoarse bass, and alto shrill, 

Of winter-wind and flood, 
The very thought of which sends chill, 

All through my warm life-blood ; 

Are not, as I may will believe, 

Spent reckless to annoy 
The northern air, to rend and grieve, 

And spoil its lingering joy. 

Some worthy meaning lurks in these, 

As I can more than guess, 
Howe'er such matter disagrees 

With my experiences, 
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Those sounds of wild careering might, 

So foreign to my soul, 
May yet be full of strange delight 

To lands that face the pole. 

Their force of contrast, too, must render 

The soft notes of the year 
All the more tender, in surrender 

Of sweetness to the ear. 

And last of all, the low sad air 

Of mystic melody, 
That tells how lovely things and fair, 

So quickly fade away ; 

The tune upon the minor key, 

Whose tenor so possesses 
The heart of her, last of the three 

Who share my soft caresses : 

Well sees she, and with her I chime, 

Fully in thought and feeling, 
How such discourse affords the clime, 

Redress of balmy healing 
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For that same bitter sorrow-wound, 

Of annual decay, 
Which else might sore its heart confound, 

And grievously dismay. 

The virtue of these mellow strains, 

My soul full well discerns ; 
And she, my last, the essence drains, 

By native instinct learns 

How fairest things rare tints may borrow, 
From rainbow-tinctured tears ; 

How seen through the soft haze of sorrow 
Their sweetness most appears ; 

How pathos of decay and death 

Of beauty beautifies, 
Fills with pure life the passing breath 

Of dying loveliness: 

Nay, better shows its better being, 

When it is dead and gone ; 
The soul in darkness clearer seeing, 

Than when the sunlight shone. 
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Still watching for uncounted years, 
Whate'er her month brings round, 

Well wot I that of what appears, 
Not much falls to the ground ; 

For she agrees with what she sees, 

In her appointed season, 
And all it shows as on it flees, 

Finds in her heart a reason. 

The whole sees she and understands, 

Not asking to be taught, 
Since with the same that there outstands, 

Her inward self is fraught ; 

And so in fullest harmony 

With all that she surveys, 
She looks upon the earth and sky 

For thrice ten running days ; 

Her eyes not more than softly sad, 

And only half downcast ; 
Her inmost soul serenely glad, 

And genial to the last. 
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Not long have I to linger here, 

But e'er I turn my back, 
These three shall speed the circling year 

Three moons upon his track. 

Once more I stand in the North Land, 
And give my yearly greeting, 

To all within its sea-beat strand ; 
Most joyous be our meeting ! 

To sea and land, to earth and air, 

A blessing do I bring ; 
To tree, and herb, and blossom fair, 

To every living thing. 

The stormy elements 111 rule, 
And quell outbursting rudeness ; 

The stubborn soil 111 daily school, 
To serve my end of goodness. 

Now brown and necked kine shall graze, 
Content in soft green meadow, 

And rest all screened from noontide blaze, 
In leafy hawthorn's shadow. 
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The woolly flocks shall pasture find, 

In heath, and on hill-slope ; 
And bearded goat unto his mind 

Shall mountain herbage crop. 

To timid hare a warmer lair, 

And better cheer I offer ; 
To coney, squirrel, dormouse, share 

Of life's good things I proffer. 

The weasel, ferret, badger, otter, 

Each after his own kind, 
Haunting wild brake or sedgy water, 

Shall mark of favour find. 

The proud-eyed eagle now shall gaze 

Upon as proud a sun ; 
And in the face of noontide blaze, 

His unquelled glance shall run, 

As upward in the open sky 

He soars on tireless pinion, 
Counting the boundless space on high, 

His own secure dominion : 
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For I rejoice in his delight, 
And love his heart of fire ; 

The bird of matchless flight and sight, 
The bird of my own Sire. 

The merlin and the sparrow-hawk, 

With all the falcon race, 
Of lords and ladies once the talk, 

But now held in disgrace ; 

The heron and the gull that fly 

Where all is liquid blue ; 
The timid wren and pert magpie, 

With all her chattering crew ; 

The night-winged raven and the crow, 
With their hoarse croaking kind, 

To see and own me are not slow : 
None, save the owl is blind ; 

For he has eyes that hate the light, 
That bird of omen fearful ; 

He is the foe of all that's bright, 
And beautiful and cheerful : 
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Hooting by night with might and main, 

His hate of good to show ; 
'Tis his delight all hearts to pain, 

And man and beast to throw 

Into alarm and vague distress, 

And dread of evil fate ; 
But ne'er seeks he one soul to bless, 

Save only his own mate ; 

If I dare think he truly loves her 

And gives her matron's place ; 
Nor ever all too rudely shoves her, 

In his sad mousing chase. 

The gorgeous pheasant and woodcock, 

The plover and lapwing ; 
The cooing cushat, of a stock 

Whose low curdoo doth bring 

More pleasure to my listening ear 

Than voice of any bird, 
Whose tones of wildwood mirth I hear, 

Or eyer yet have heard ; 
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Sending at e'en its air-borne floatage 

Of song to heart's content, 
Adown the roof of straw thatched cottage, 

Or filling the blue tent 

Of heaven with matin notes that pray 

The passing clouds to tarry ; 
Wide-spreading, as they die away, 

The sweetness that they carry. 

Their softest notes the song-birds pour, 

Upon the ear of spring ; 
Yet, but for me, not for one hour, 

Such woodland mirth would ring. 

The woodlark and the yellow-wren, 

The linnet and the thrush, 
And all the choir my promise ken, 

Else not a throat would gush. 

Tis mine to screen each silvan haunt, 

With the full leaf of June, 
And to prevent each rising want, 

Waiting both late and soon. 



i 
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And all their fledgelings on my care, 

From day to day are flung, 
In faith that I will nothing spare 

On such forsaken young. 

Once more I stand in the North Land, 
And give my yearly greeting, 

To all within its sea-beat strand, 
Most joyous be our meeting. 

To all that breathe the breath of life, 

I offer words of cheer ; 
And it shall be my hourly strife, 

To show that all are dear. 

Let every beast that walks the ground, 

And bird that wings the air, 
And creeping thing, in pleasure drowned, 

Forget all grief and care. 

Let shining insects cast away 

Their caterpillar skins, 
And flit from flower to flower all day, 

Their jubilee begins. 
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Awake ! ye creatures, and arise, 
Poor worms, but in your sleep 

Changed into winged butterflies, 
Such faith with you I keep. 

Rise now into the element 
With your new life agreeing, 

And learn how much you need lament 
The death of your old being. 

Ye airy ones, to me so dear, 

Boast I your second birth, 
Beholding with new joy each year 

Your drear trance burst in mirth. 

unto you the loving One 
Twice good delights to be, 

And by my breath His will is done ; 
Ho then ! my voice hear ye. 

Ye bees, go seek your honey treasures, 
And to your cunning labour; 

Yours is no life of idle pleasures, 
No dance to fife and tabor. 
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Once more, show in your waxen cells, 

Perfect in every port, 
A skill your own, that far excels 

A superhuman art. 

Drink now the nectar that distils 

From every fresh-burst bud, 
And gathers in bright calices 

Drink of the sweet flower-blood. 

And thou of the small gleesome cherup, 
Lightest of all light creatures : 

grasshopper, thy soul now stir up 
And dance ; what dance to beat yours ! 

Ye beetles, too, and ye a host are, 
Many, and strong, and comely ; 

More beautiful and bright than most are, 
Forth in your armour come ye. 

In plate of jet and dark steel-blue, 

Of yellow, brown, and amber ; 
In shining mail of every hue, 

Up from your dark caves clamber 



104 THE SUMMER QUEEN. 

Creatures that dull-eyed man may scorn, 

But ever dear to me 
And lovely, and most gladly borne 

In kindly memory. 

Creatures that mortals may despise, 

Blind to the mystery 
That makes their life-race in mine eyes, 

A wondrous history. 

Te worms that crawl upon the ground, 
And through the yielding earth ; 

Ye reptile tribes, wherever found, 
Share ye the common birth 

Of bursting gladness that abounds 
Through every realm of nature ; 

And hear my voice of cheer that sounds 
For every living creature. 

Let fish that swim in lake and river, 

And in the briny seas, 
Forget their weary winter shiver, 

And wander at their $asp. 
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And let all grades of human kind 

Cast cankering care aside, 
And ease sad heart and s'ckly mind 

With balm that 1 provide. 

Young men, and maidens, and grey sires, 

And little children all, 
Now come, and find what each desires ; 

Sweets never mixed with gall. 

Let every creature sprung of earth 

Drink here a cup of joy ; 
Short is your time of summer mirth, 

Its moments well employ. 

O drink ye all from morn till noon, 

From noon till eventide ; 
These pleasures pass away too soon — 

Drink deep while they abide ; 

For this is not the joyous land 

Where I reign night and. day, 
Where all the months join hand in hand 

To celobrate my sway. 
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O sweetest country of my birth ! 

Far in the southern sea, 
Where I am cheered with livelong mirth, 

Soon shall I hence to thee. 

O that fair land is all my own ! 

And mine are all its graces; 
There reign I, daughter of the Sun, 

Born of his warm love-kisses. 



Her strains, at first so strange, had grown 

Familiar as the song 
Of my own Irwin, whose soft tone 

Had been with me life-long ; 

For they were of a turn to steal 

Into the very core, 
With an address to make one feel" 

They had been there before. 

It seemed as if their touch awoke 

Sweet memories from sleep, 
Which an accustomed welcome spoke 

In whisper low and deep. 
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The voice that did, so late, belief 

With wonder sheer impair 
And sap, had in an hour's span brief 

Turned like some native air ; . 

Seeming as much to take as give 

Of the heart's inward play ; 
So fully it began to live 

And breathe in me that day. 

And in the silence seemed to die 

Away the vital course 
Of my own being's melody, 

Stopped at its hidden source. 

Some time the song-stream fails to fill 

The thirsty void of soul ; 
But now again, with right good will 

It comes in fluent roll. 





C&EfTQ FIFTH. 

FLOWER SPEECH. 

Glad welcome lights the rugged face 

Of this ungenial land ; 
But all unmoved the stolid race, 

Fenced in by its rough strand. 

The callous soil, and sullen sky, 

Learn yearly to relent ; 
On callous soul and dull blue eye, 

My charms in vain are spent. 

The children of my own sweet south, 
O how their dark eyes linger 

On all I grace by breath of mouth 
Or magic touch of finger. 
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And to their love-illumined 3ight, 
Each bud and flower reveals 

An inward meaning which the light 
Of outward day conceals. 



\ 



But here, the fairest of the fair, *1 

In open field or shade, • 
With whom glad smiles and tears I share, 

May bud, and bloom, and fade, 

Scarce one of all that pass along 

Owning its gentle claim ; 
Scarce one of all the busy throng 

Stopping to ask its name. 

Here do I show my glorious face, 

The daughter of the Sun, 
Where few, alas, have eyes to trace, 

And fewer heart to own, — 

To see and own the queenly power 
With which I walk the land, 

To take with grace the queenly dower 
I scatter with my hand. 
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Ah me! the gifts I freely shower 
O'er hill and dale and meadow, 

On verdant bank, by river side, 
And under forest shadow, — 

These gems, my wealth, my pride, my joy, 

May catch some idle eye, 
Or hold in empty thoughtless toy 

Some straggler passing by ; 

But who is there that owns the spell, 

In all its gentle power, 
Of beauty more than tongue can tell 

Outshining from each flower. 

The folded blossom-leaves unroll 

By inborn spirit's force ; 
But who discerns the living soul 

And hears its sweet discourse. 

These rose-buds, in life's vermil dawn, 

Whisper of mortal love ; 
Their sistera pale converse upon 

Her, the pure skyward dove. 
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Forget-mQ-nots with gentle eyes 

Of the serenest blue, — 
O there see depths ! the awful skies 

With fellow-feeling view. 

The meek heart's-ease and faint primrose 
Are more than what they seem, 

Each would unburden e'er she goes 
Her soul of mystic dream. 

That blushing bell who in the tide 

Sees now her own fair face, 
Has some sweet secret to confide 

In word of living grace. 

From under every lifted lid 

Comes spiritual glance, 
And murmuring lips tell what is hid 
*In each flower's blissful trance. 

Again this glorious mystery 

Fills the grey north with light ; 

Once more the yearly history 
Declares my sovereign might. 
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The sun looks down through cloudless air, 

And nothing hid he leaves : 
And many see the sight so fair, 

But who, alas, perceives ! 

The senseless clod with burst of life 

Answers my vital breath, 
While I must wage a weary strife 

With soul half sunk in death. 

The outward page in vain is bright 

If inward eye be blind ; 
In vain eyesight and gush of light 

When visionless the mind. 

Ah me, the beauty infinite 

Of this pure sapphire day ! 
Shall this, my pomp of summer state, 

Unheeded pass away ! 

The children of my own bright zone, 

how their shining eyes 
With glance of love and wonder own 

My mighty mysteries. 
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The dark -eyed children of the south, 

How fondly do they linger 
On all I grace by breath of mouth 

Or magic touch of finger. 

And to their love-illumined sight, 

Each bud and flower reveals 
An inward meaning which the light 

Of outward day conceals. 

sweetest country of my birth ! 

Far in the southern sea, 
Where I am cheered with livelong mirth, 

Soon shall I hence to thee. 

that fair land is all my own ! 

And mine are all its graces ; 
There reign I daughter of the Sun, 

Born of his warm love-kisses. 

Secrets too deep for mortal knowing, 

Would fill my onward Strain, 
Did I unveil the life now flowing 

In every bloodless vein ; 
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Each full of purest juice distilling 

In soft and pulseless tide ; 
Each full of vital spirits filling, 

In their ethereal glide, 

The heart through which they ebb and flow, 

With every sweet emotion, 
That gentle-hearted flower may know, 

All drunk with dewy potion ; 

And a fair child of earth and sun, 
That ne'er shed tear of sorrow ; 

That comes a guiltless course to run, 
And fears no dark to-morrow ; 

Yet all instinct with quickest life, 

And subtle consciousness 
Of soul attuned to make no strife 

With outward loveliness ; 

Transfused all through with lively sense, 

And tremulous affection ; 
Seeing with fancy's tincturing glance, 

Yet full of wise reflection. 
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* 

Fair creature fed on dew and light 

And kisses of the air ; 
Yet all endued with spirit bright, 

And powers of being rare ; 

And full of eloquent discourse, 

That might inform with knowledge, 

Him who has well run learning's course, 
In her most famous college. 

Here stand they decked in loveliness, 
That well might win the heart ; 

Here try they full persuasiveness 
Of oratory's art. 

They sign and beckon, every one, 

To all who come their way ; 
If so some single soul may on 

Their word of wisdom stay. 

If man perceives not such intent, 

In posture, look, or motion ; 
It is because his eye film-pent 

Needs some out-cleansing lotion : 
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For, evermore with nodding head, 
And upward glance of eye, 

They turn to him as if they said, 
O brother pass not by ! 

All day they woo the sons of men, 
Nor cease their plaintive call ; 

If so but one may heed and ken, 
What well might profit alL 

And if they seem to hide strange lore 

In a mysterious tongue, 
It is because their accents pour, 

On inward ear unstrung ; 

For evermore as inly bound, 
To man they wisdom preach, 

In language that to him should sound 
Like his own proper speech. 

Ah me ! could I but hearing find, 
Then should all learn from me, 

The hidden secret ill-divined, 
Of this deep mystery. 
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Ah me ! with half my glance of mind, 

Would mortals plainly see, 
How curiously with their own kind, 

All kinds of flowers agree. 

Not a broad stare or outward glare 

Of similarity ; 
But in the nature everywhere, 

A wondrous parity : 

So that, if man flower core looked through, 

Himself he'd well behold ; 
Reversely true, if self he knew, 

Each flower would stand unrolled. 

Hid in each calyx-covered bud 
Such answering meaning lies ; 

And through its heart flow in full flood 
Such kindred sympathies. 

In every streak that stains the face 

Of corolla do I 
Still seek to leave some kindly trace 

Of his life-history ; 
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For by the Power that reigns above, 

And rules all here below, 
Well am I charged such sign of love 

Continually to show. 

And still He rules my tireless fingers, 
And still instructs my soul 

In such high task, until there lingers 
No stroke short of true goaL 

And into each goes breath of life, 
Whose quality and measure 

May answer well, and without strife, 
All ends of His good pleasure. 

In fulness of His perfect art, 
He joins two plans together ; 

Nor from one purpose of His heart 
Departs to gain the other. 

So doth the flower stand all complete, 
In its own parts agreeing ; 

And yet full furnished and replete 
With traits of higher being : 
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That so man's likeness day by day 

Before his face may pass ; 
And he himself may well survey, 

As in a looking-glass : 

That so alway may thence outshine, 

By him well understood, 
His inmost self in lively sign, 

And clear similitude : 

And that the flower-speech softly falling 

Upon a kindred ear, 
May be a voice not vainly calling 

On men, of man to hear. 

Such mystery my children own, 

From hoary sages drawn, 
Dwelling where tends the tropic zone 

Towards the blushing dawn. 

Here, too, do wise men plainly teach, 

And poets still declare, 
That breathings of deep, mystic speech 

Fill all the summer air. 
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And they rehearse the parable 
Of many a wise-tongued flower, 

Catching, so far as they are able, 
Its tone of gentle power ; 

If so, perchance, a few may hear 

Wisdom at such a mart, 
Intreating all men to give ear 

With understanding heart ; x 

Far from the noisy city throng, 

Showing her lovely face) 
And softly calling all day long 

In her own market-place ; 

Through all my dewy flower-lips speaking 

Nor fluent eloquence ; 
Through every flower-face of my streaking 

Flashing intelligence. 

The bards and wise men wisely teach, 

If men would wisely learn ; 
But of the crowd their voices reach, 

How few their thought discern: 



FLOWER SPEECH. 121 

Their thought to bind for evermore 

The 'soul with mystic spell ; 
To strike a charm through heart and bouI, 

Whose power no tongue can tell ; 

To give the eye a second sight, 

New hearing to the ear, 
To fill the mind with inborn light, 

The heart to purge and clear ; 

Not by mere human might or sleight, 

Or magic art of theirs ; 
Not by rare gleams of genius bright, 

Streaming through soft-toned airs, 

These each and every one but tools 

And instruments of power, 
Whose springs my mighty wand o'errules 

Even at this very hour. 

Weak as a breath of passing air, 
The word they chaunt or utter, 

Jts deepest tone of wisdom rare, 
Idle as lack* wits mutter, 
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To work such potent charm, unless 

Men thereby learn to seek 
Such place as this where I express, 

And through each flower-mouth speak 

With emphasis of living voice, 

And eloquence of feature, 
In language strong, and full, and choice, 

The mighty word of Nature ; 

All this the men whose voice should rule, 

Are wise enough to know ; 
All this these men this very day 

Are true enough to show. 

The bards and wise men wisely send 

The people to the source ; 
But still they seek some midway bend, 

Or drink far down the course. 

They take the speech at second hand, 

An echo mocks their ear, 
When well they might, where now I stand, 
own true accents hear. 
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The teachers of the nation bid 

Her children trust their art, 
As but a clue to secrets hid, 

Which other lips impart. 

They know how vain their mortal teaching, 

Drawn out from year to year, 
If still my own immortal preaching 

Draws neither eye nor ear. 

They know how poet's burdened rhyme 

Falls like an empty sound, 
Unless the people of his clime, 

Its natural key have found ; 

• 

How grandest tropic type of thought 

That floats upon their song, 
May thus its meaning all uncaught, 

Drift like a waif along, — 

A thing of fancy, light as air, 

A bubble on the wave 
Of fluent verse that scarce will bear 

One touch of reason grave ; 



124 THE 8UMMEB QUEEN. 

At best no more, and less than that, 

To many a shallow scholar, 
Who in this school has never sat, 

Or been an idle loller. 

This school whose ample floor of green 

Is flowered with metaphor, 
In whose blue roof is writ, in sheen 

Of stars, symbolic lore. 

Where types of human thought are found; 

Of every substance moulded, 
And in all colour, shape, and sound, 

Are endlessly unfolded. 

There stand they, carved in wood and stone 
* That never knew a chisel ; 
On canvas traced that will disown 
The limner's brush and easel. 

Engraved with out a graving tool, 

In hieroglyphic lines ; 
All of imprisoned wisdom full, 

That for deliverance pines, 
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Broidered, in cloth whose woof ne'er hissed 

Cross warp in clanking loom, 
With thread spun all without a twist 

Of spindle or of thumb. 

* 

Sculptured in towering mountain block ; 

Stamped on dark cavern floor ; 
Fretted on reef of sunken rock ; 

Traced on the sea-washed shore. 

On stone frost-graven ; and by hot blast « 

Writ on the desert sand ; 
Scored by ice-rasp ; in lava cast, 

Pouring from furnace grand. 

Spread out in rich and broad designs' 

Above, beneath, around, 
Whose living tints and graceful lines 

Unnumbered without bound 

All bright with touch of gilding sun, 

Or moon's clear silver wash, 
The fields of green and blue o'errun, 

And proudest art abash. 
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Enamelled on the fragile shell, 
Stained on the frail flower-leaf, 

Tokens to give the poet's spell 
A force beyond belief. 

The smallest insect-wing receives, 
Or tinctured or engrained, 

Some miniature of truth that leaves 
The pouring eyesight strained ; 

T3ut yet may fill with bursting light 

Of living verity, 
Some figure moulded all aright, 

In full sincerity 

Of faith, and beauty of high art ; 

But dead for want of truth, 
And light and life on that man's part, 

Who gazes there forsooth 

With eye that darkens what it sees, 
And heart that doth befool 

The grand and gracious mysteries 
Learnt only in one school. 
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All this the bards and wise men show, 

If men would but discern, 
And where they send would straightway go, 

At Nature's feet to learn. 

There in the face of earth and sky, 
Might man perceive the meaning 

Of much in his humanity, 

Well worth a careful gleaning. 

There would he find that all things speak,* 

As with a human tongue, 
To him who hears with spirit meek, 

And heart all fairly strung. 

So would my soft flower-voices tell 
What lies in his strange nature, 

And in rare tongue of wisdom, well 
Bring out eaxsh inward feature. 

So would he see, as in a glass, 

A fair and true reflection, 
Not of himself, as now, alas, 

He is by self election ; 
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Not man in his deformity, 

Unsightly pot of delf, 
But man in true conformity 

To his own proper self ; 

Not man, as now in sad disgrace 

Of mean, misshapen mould, 
But man, a high- wrought princely calice, 

Bright amber wine to hold. 

Perceiving thus what once he was, 

And what he still might be, 
And seeing well the inward cause 

Of his sad misery, 

Well might he learn to mend what mars 

His native lines of beauty ; 
Well might he learn to end what jars 

With sacred law of duty ; 

Well might he learn to right what spoils 

His inward peace and joy, 
And ending worse than fruitless toils, 

No more himself destroy. 
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Beholding thus, as in a glass, 

His own unbroken image, 
Not mixed with miry clay and brass, 

Or showing hapless damage ; 

But perfect, and of primal mould, 

In every part agreeing, 
Wrought cunningly of burnished gold ; 

(Such Bight were worth the seeing ;) 

Seeing all this, as all would see 

In Nature's shining mirror, 
Were sight but granted clear, and free 

Of weakness and of error ; 

Then man, the lovely form reviewing, 

And face that once he wore, 
Would, as by magical renewing, 

Become himself once more. 

But when shall I such sight behold, 

Of blessed transformation ; 
When shall such joyful news be told 

Of this dull-sighted nation. 
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O sweetest country of my birth ! 

Far in the southern sea, 
Where I am cheered with livelong mirth, 

Soon shall I hence to thee. 

O that fair land is all my own ! 

And mine are all its graces ; 
There reign I, daughter of the Sun, 

Born of his warm love-kisses. 

The children of that summer zone, 

O how their shining eyes, 
With glance of wonder, look upon 

My mighty mysteries. 

And to their love-illumined sight, 
Each bud and flower reveals 

An inward meaning which the light 
Of outward day conceals. 

But there, too, feeble mortal vision 

Defrauds the wistful soul, 
And bouI itself lacks full decision 

For such a final goal. 
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And so these deep and inward powerB 

Are still but ill perceived, 
And heavenly grace of earth's fair flowers 

Is but in drops received. 

So still remains all unfulfilled, 

Glad miracle of change ; 
And man, still blinded and self-willed, 

Doth self from self estrange. 

Long have I waited for such sight 

Of beautiful re-moulding ; 
Still dreaming of its pure delight, 

But ne'er in truth beholding, 

Nor here, nor there, nor anywhere, 

Beneath the arching sky, 
Hath scene so grand and lovely fair 

Met my unslumbering eye. 

The beautiful, the true, and good, 
In humblest blossom's features, 

Shining in sweet similitude ! 
But ah ! the lord of creatures ! 
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Ah me ! how long the vision tarries, 
Through circling years and ages ; 

The fondest hope my bosom carries — 
The prayer of seers and sages. 



Now fell her voice, so soft and low, 

Upon the sighing breeze, 
That though I drank its gentle flow, 

My ear no sense could seize. 

But soon again her well-tuned tongue 
Rang out its clear bell tone, 

And on her words once more I hung, 
As thus her song ran on. 




C&H7Q SIXTH. 

THE GOTHIC WEIRD. 

The outward charm, slow to confess, 
Shining in fair flower-face ; 

Slower to catch the loveliness 
Of each indwelling grace. 

Yet heavenly powers forbid that I 
Should wrong the Northern race, 

Or that my lips should e'er deny 
What good my eyes may trace ; 

Forbid that I unrighteously 
Should judge by sight of eyes, 

Or, trusting outward glance, pass by 
What in and under lies. 
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For scarcely hath the king of light 

Around one circle paced, 
Since I beheld and heard what might 

Reprove such reckless haste. 

In fair St. Mungo's city reared, 
A stately house of prayer, 

Stands free to sire of hoary beard, 
Young men and maidens fair ; 

To matron grave, and little ones 
Whose lisping tongues may join 

In holy melody that runs 
Straight up to ear divine. 

There passed I only yesterday, 

And as I went along, 
Heard voice of swelling minstrelsy, 

Sweeter than woodland song. 

With eager ear paused I to listen, 
Nor did my eye meanwhile 

Fail through a tear of joyous glisten, 
To gaze upon the pile. 



THE GOTHIC WEIRD. 135 

And as I scanned its. outward mould, 

And saw through open door 
Its inward build, strange memories old 

Upon my soul 'gan pour. 

Rushed on my vision times long pasc, 

And scenes for ever fled 
Awoke to life, as shall at last, 

The long-forgotten dead. 

Again stood I in old Goth-land, 

Beneath the dark fir-shade, 
And ranked around on every hand, 

The stately pine trunks made 

With all their interlacing boughs, 

And high o'erwoven twigs, 
A fitter place for holy vows, 

Than human hand e'er riggs. 

There stood, on grander scale completed 

In every salient part, 
Man's work, as if he but repeated 

Nature's own Gothic art. 
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There column rose and pointed arch, 

And mystic tracery, 
Wrought out as in the sculptured church, 

And through the lacery 

Of fronded branches, too, there shone 

The same mysterious light, 
As what was streaming down upon 

The singers in my sight. 

But they on whom it seemed to fall, 
(For here the likeness ended) 

Were stern and rugged Gothmen all, 
By wild beast skin defended ; 

Armed with rude club, and spear, and dart, 
And shield of untanned hide ; 

Of feature bold, and visage swart, 
Sun-burned and weather-dyed. 

And in their midst stood hoary sage, 
Whose broad and time-shorn brow, 

Showed many a line to grace his age, 
Of thought's deep-farrowing plough, 
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Anon, in dream return once more 

Upon my bended ear, 
Familiar tones that long before 

I there was wont to hear ; 

For often in that dark pine wood, 

In years of ages sped, 
Had my own heart drawn musing mood 

From that same hoary head. 

"Ye Goths !" so spake the grey-hafred sire, 

" Ye Gothmen all give ear, 
Within me burns consuming fire, 

Until my word you hear. 

• 
" Odin, the great and good All- Father, 

Who rules the earth and sea, 

Whose eye all creatures doth ingathef, 

Hath spoken unto me. 

' Go to the people and declare 
Odin's high will and pleasure, 

And, lest thy lips therefrom should err, 
Each word of counsel treasure. 
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'In bloody slaughter they delight, 
In bloody vengeance glory, . 

In bloody feud and holmgang fight, 
In bloody Scaldic story. 

'In cruel and inhuman rite 

Of human sacrifice, 
They put their trust, and in weird light 

Of entrail auguries. 

'These things are hateful in mine eyes, 
And grieve me day by day ; 

Who does such deeds my will defies, 
And I shall him repay. 

' Yet I, who scan the earth's broad face, 

And see all human kind, 
Judge that in much the Gothic race 

No people lag behind. 

' In many things they have been wise, 
And learned what I have taught ; 

And have beheld with open eyes 
What I for them have wrought. 
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" Te Goths, great Odin spake to me, 

And bade me understand, 
How He hath willed high destiny, 

For men of the old land : 

"How He hath made them strong of heart, — 

A people brave and free, 
Full of good faith, and gentle art 

Of hospitality ; 

" How He hath taught them to observe 

Wise laws of social order, 
And from high honour ne'er to swerve 

Towards some doubtful border ; 

" Taught every house and tribe due fear 

For its own rightful head ; 
That men should living worth revere, 

And sacred hold the dead ; 

" How comely virtue's precept, fraught 

With weal of wife and maid, 
Is honoured both in deed and thought 

By every rank and grade ; 
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" How He hath given them of free will, 
These woods wherein to dwell ; 

Wherein do whispering voices still 
Of his high being tell. 

" Rare native gifts and powers infold 

The fate He gives the race ; 
And in all these let all behold 

His thought of sovereign grace. 

" And that the nation may be great, 

And prosper in its way, 
Let all on His instruction wait, 

And every word obey. 

" Let, then, not war for love of slaughter, 

But war to show the right 
Of brave, and free to rule, be taught her, 

And be her sons' delight. 

" Virtue and honour more and more 

Hold dear as dearest life, 
And base intents and deeds abhor, 

And wage with them death-strife. 
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" Seek ye no more the gods to please 

With bloody sacrifice ; 
But stand among the old fir trees, 

With open heart and eyes 

" To read high signs of power and might, • 

Of wisdom and of goodness, 
That well may fill dark souls With light, 

And break wild hearts from rudeness. 

" Odin, whose sleepless eyes o'ersee 

All nations of the earth, 
Bids Norsemen mark his bounty free, 

To men of Norland birth. 

" He, men of other lands hath blest, 
With gifts in such a measure, 

And of such kinds as answer best 
Their weal and his good pleasure ; 

" That so they all may places fill, 
Marked by His wise foreseeing, 

And the true destiny fulfil, 

For which he gave them being. 
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" All this hath He himself revealed, 

And clearly shown to me ; 
And now with ear and heart unsealed, 

And docile mind hear ye. 

* To Southern people lovely grace, 

Is freely given by Him ; 
Strength unto men of Norland race, 

Strength both of heart and limb. 

" To Southern, fancy's rapid play, 

And her invention nice ; 
To Northern, more of reason's sway, 

And practical device. 

" To Southern, soft and dreamy languor, 

And sense of being's bliss ; 
To Northern, joy of war's loud clangour, 

And all bold enterprise. 

" To Southern, quick and lively motion 

Of body, soul, and mind ; 
In gesture, action, thought, emotion, 

Like the impulsive wind : 
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" To Northern, gift of firm resolve 

That waits for execution, 
And scorns to gather and dissolve 

In one suns revolution. 

" To Southern, quickness of insight, 

And free outgush of feeling ; 
To Northern, understanding's might, 

And heart its depths concealing. 

" To Southern people clearer sky, 

And earth of softer features, 
And finer sense of soul and eye 

To see earth's lovely creatures : 

" But to the Norseman symbol deep, 

Of Unseen Majesty, 
And senses tempered well to reap 

The forest mystery. 

41 To Southern, soft and gentle tones 

Of flower-lip eloquence, 
In which his kindred spirit owns 

An inward mystic sense ; 
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" As of his own humanity, 

In all its finer features, 
Claiming by right of many a tie, 

Kind hearing for such creatures : 

" To Norseman, everlasting flow 

Of awful shadow-speech ; 
With spirit schooled to learn and know 

The truth its accents teach 

" Of Him whom flesh-eye cannot see, 

Nor clay-ear ever hear, 
But whose eternal majesty, 

Doth none the less appear ; 

" Whose voice of high and dreadful power, 

Calls all to trembling fear ; 
Whose word of goodness at this hour 

Is whispering far and near. 

" Ye Goths, great Odin spake to me., 

And bade me understand, 
That such a womb of destiny, 

Holds men of the Norland. 



i 
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" These things do ye, and surely rise 

To power and high estate ; 
Do what is pleasing in His eyes, 

And he will make you great. 

" And many a people of the earth, 

Of high and wide command, 
Shall yet all proudly trace their birth 

To men of the Goth-land. 

" As corn-seed holds the full ripe ear, 

Or fir-cone coming tree, 
Or green bud flower that shall appear ; 

So see your history ; 

" From small beginning still increasing, 
In bulk, in strength, in grace ; 

From straitening bonds each part releasing, 
By inward energies ; 

"Quick inborn forces still out-pressing 
The outward shape they wear, 

.In eager thirst to drink the blessing * 
Of raindrop, sun, and air. 
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" So learn the way, each true-souled Goth, 
To future strength and glory ; 

So see the law of your own growth, 
And onward history. 

" And in far lands across the seas, 
Such corn-seed shall be sown ; 

And distant skies shall nurse brave trees, 
Sprung of the Norland cone ; 

" And buds of the old stem shall burst 

Into most glorious flower. 
In countries chosen from the first 

For such a coming hour. 

" If so the Norseman is but wise, 
And learns himself to know ; 

These all shall prove seer's prophecies, 
In whose words Odin's flow. 

"And He will send a man to tell 

A better tale than mine, 
WBich all shall own as the good spell 

Of purest truth divine ; 
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" A word of matchless power and grace, 

And tenderness of love, 
So that all men may clearly trace 

Its birth to One above ; 

" Giving such seeing to the eye, 

Such hearing to the ear, 
Of such rare power and virtue high, 

The inward soul to clear, 

" That men will say we never saw, 

And never heard before, 
All known or felt proves light as straw, 

Or chaff of threshing floor ; 

" Giving such freedom to the free, 

Such bravery to the brave, 
That each in his past self shall see, 

A coward or a slave ; 

" Giving such wisdom to the sage, 

Such honour to the Jarl, 
That each will say, up to this age 

I've lived a fool — a carle ; 
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" Giving such virtue to the good, 
And to the glad such gladness, 

That all that's gone will now be viewed 
As only sin and sadness. 

"Not only to the free and brave, 
The wise, and good, and true, 

But to bondslave and low-born knave, 
And to the nidding too. 

" Not for the rich and great alone, 
The Viking Jarl and Bonde ; 

But for the poor and them that moan, 
All helpless and disowned. 

"A word to make the slave a free man, 

And every fool a sage ; 
A word to make the knave a true man, 

And deepest grief assuage ; 

" A word to make man sound and whole, 
And of most comely stature ; 

A word to change his heart and soul, 
And give him a new nature ; 
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" A word all light of truth and love, 

All light of joy to shed ; 
A word of power, all thought above, 

To make alive the dead." 

Now ceased the hoary sage's tongue 

To whisper on my ear ; ■ 
And the old wood, fast as it sprung, 

Seemed now to disappear. 

And back returned my proper sight, 
And proper sense of hearing ; 

And I beheld once more in light 
Of day the pile uprearing. 

Its buttress-pinnacles, and spire, 

Piercing the blue of heaven ; 
As if to speak his high desire, 

Through dumb stone man had striven, 

In echo of the mystic speech 

Of the old Norland pine ; 
Giving its tongue an ample reach, 

Republishing its sign 
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Of aspiration far abroad 

From the old Norse arcades, 

Where erst it bade man look to God, 
Through dark green forest shades. 

And there again column and arch, 

Under whose shadow sung 
The multitude, but now the march 

Of solemn mirth had rung 

Its last through transept nave and aisle ; 

Yet still ran on the sound 
Of human voice, and as awhile 

Still stood I within bound 

Of ear and eye, a flood of light 

Poured in upon my soul, 
And all my waking dream aright 

Its meaning did unroll ; 

For now, again, an ancient man 
Spake to the listening throng, 

Whose accents, as they onward ran, 
Bore my charmed heart along ; 
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My spell-bound spirit could not choose 

But wait on all he said ; 
For from his tongue caught I rare news 

Of the old Norse hoar-head. 

Now clear as sunbeams shone the weird 

That I before have told, 
Spoken by him of snowy beard 

To Gothland men of old. 

Here were the sons of Gothic sires, 

Dwelling still brave and free, 
And full of best that man desires 

In island of the sea. 

And now I saw that the green bud 

Nursed in the forest gloom, 
On stem borne far across the flood, 

Had burst into "full bloom ; 

That the corn-seed had taken root 

In a far distant land, 
And that in fair and strong upshoot 

Its stalks full-eared did stand. 
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Perceived I, too, that the pine-cone, 

Carried beyond the sea, 
According to his word had grown 

A tall and sightly tree ; 

And that the strange and mystic meanings 

Of its own native wood, 
Had not been left as worthless gleanings, 

But still were understood 

By children of the old Goth race, 

Now sitting in my sight, 
In shadow of the holy place, 

Full of mysterious light. 

Yea, that the voice of the pine-wood 

Had gathered deeper sense, 
By owning sign of holy rood ; 

And well I saw that thence 

The fair and stately pile had sprung 

A house to Gcd most holy, 
And to his Son of virgin young, 

Born sinless, meek, and lowly ; 
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A house, wherein that word was spoken 

Whereof the seer had said, 
That of its power, full many a token 

Would come when years had sped. 

Here were the people, so as he 

Did in the pine wood tell, 
Gathered to hear attentively 

The word of the good spell ; 

A word afresh to free the free, 

Give bravery to the brave, 
Honour to the high grandee, 

And wisdom to the grave ; 

A word to make the foolish wise, 
And leal the worthless knave, 

Bidding the craven fear despise, 
Unthralling twice the slave. 

Hers were the men of Gothic race, 

According to his saying, 
Jlearing a word of truth and grace, 

Jts heavenly birth betraying ; 
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A word of light and joy and health, 

And never-failing pleasure ; 
And bringing news of richer wealth 

Than kings and princes treasure. 

Here were the sons of old Norse sires, 

Hearing, as he had said, 
A word whose tone divine inspires 

With breath of life the dead ; 

A word to change man clean and whole, 

In every part and feature ; 
To warm with God's own life his soul, 

And make him a new creature. 

sweetest country of my birth ! 

Far in the southern sea, 
Where I am cheered with livelong mirth, 

Soon shall I hence to thee. 

O that fair land is all my own ! 

And mine are all its graces ; 
There reign I, daughter of the Sun, 

Born of his warm love-kisses. 
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There do I whisper all the year, 

In every tone of Nature, 
My heart's delight in'all that's fair, 

My love for every creature. 

And there I speak from day to day, 

In every sweet flower voice, 
Telling its children all I may 

Of wisdom rare and choice ; 

Telling of what may glad the heart, 

And beautify the soul ; 
Of what I know, hiding no part, 

But giving them the whole : 

But no such word of wisdom rare, 

Speak I by sound or sign ; 
And no such gospel goes through air 

Moved by flower-lip of mine, 

No word so mighty and so gentle, 

Of tone so soft and deep, 
Breathe they from dawn, till Phebes* mantle 

Wraps them in dewy sleep. 
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No word so simple, yet so wise, 

So deep, and yet so clear, 
Speak I beneath the arching skies, 

Through all the livelong year. 

And no such word of solemn gladness 
Sounds through green wood or vale ; 

To chasten mirth, to chase sore sadness, 
I may not so prevail. 

Ne'er heard such word of matchless power 

To change the soul of man, 
In open field or woodland bower 

Within the heaven's wide span. 

Not in glad laughter of my streams 
That own the Sun's soft kisses, 

Dancing for joy, and bright with gleams 
Of his far-flowing tresses ; 

Not in the music of my winds 

Breathing both far and free, 
Blending in harmony all kinds 

Of tuneful pipery ; 
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Nor in the play of ocean wave 

Upon the sounding sand, 
Whether the waters gently lave, 

Or dash in tumult grand ; 

Nor in my loudest call of thunder, 

Bursting in open sky : 
In nought that sounds the blue dome under, 

Such grace or majesty. 

O lovely land where I saw light ! 

Land of the bright south zone ; 
Such word of might and sweet delight, 

When shall thy people own. 

O sweetest country of my birth ! 

Far in the southern sea ; 
When shall this news, for all the earth, 

Be spread abroad in thee. 



Again the voice of harmony 
Owns long expense of force, 

And seeks to gather by delay 
Strength for its onward course : 
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Or else the soul's immortal power 

Takes leisure, as aware 
That it may lose the passing hour 

With ample time to spare. 

Will break ere long again the song 

Upon my eager ears ; 
For in her face expression strong 

Of gathering thought appears. 

Is setting in upon her soul, 
Some pure melodious tide 

Which by and by will turn its roll, 
And come in free outglide. 

Its power is owned in every feature 
Of her high countenance ; 

Its grandeur has the signature 
Of a majestic glance, 

Eclipsing all my eyes have caught 

# This day of Beauty dwelling 
In palace by herself outwrought, 
Abode with ease excelling 
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In mere clay lustre to content 

The outward sense of sight, 
Ar the blue woof of heaven's wide tent 

Passes green earth in height, — 

So far surpassing in the pitch 

Of mere material splendour, 
Whate'er had made my eyesight rich 

With wealth fair dust may render. 

(0 call not poor what holds high art 

Of His, the Soul of all ; 
Nor deem it vain to set thy heart 

On what comes at His call, 

To be the witness of His might 

And skill ; Ono! let grace 
Of shape and hue live in thy sight, 

As aye before His face.) 

Strong beams of the superbest flash, 

Swiftly escape the shroud 
Of either eye's o'ershading lash, 

Like lightning from dark cloud. 
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The glitter of the rushing ray 

Is beautiful to see, 
Inlightening the summer day ; 

But rarer far to me 

The lofty play of soul confessed 

In the outflowing beam ; 
And by whole countenance expressed, 

Of more than mortal gleam. 

There stands the Maid, as inly wrought 
With musings more sublime 

Than any that my ear has caught 
In all her by-past chime. 

Anon, rests on the sloping green, 

And gazes on the blue, 
The Summer Queen ; and the unseen 

Wave-wash begins anew. 



CAHTO SEVENTH. 



THE EPOCH SONQ. 



The mighty Sun in cloudless glory, 
Looks on my mother Earth ; 

And they repeat the oft-told story 
Of their dear daughters birth. 

With tender kiss once more he presses 

His long espoused wife, 
And with new joy old love confesses. 

The love that gave me life. 

O life ! thou glorious mystery, 
Ne'er shall grow dim that hour 

When first I felt full suddenly 
Thy current's gladsome power. 
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O I, immortal, swift did rise, 

In twinkling of an eve, 
From infancy to full-grown, wise 

And brave maturity. 

Ne'er lay a nursling on the breast 
Of mother dear who bore me ; 

Nor a weak babe was e'er caressed 
By proud sire bending o'er me. 

In fall, strong pulse, ere I, in sooth, 

Knew what it was to be, 
Flowed life of fair and lusty youth 

In vein and artery. 

And with clear soul gazed I around 

Upon my rich domain, 
Ere well escaped from dark womb-bound 

Wherein my form had lain. 

O Life ! thou knowing one and wise, 
Aught know'st thou of thine own 

Nature and quality ? thine eyes 
Thyself turn in upon. 
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Ah me ! no sight; dark as midnight ; 

All gross obscurity : 
Tfre day dies as with sheer affright, 

And starless is the sky. 

how I wonder what I am ! 

Nay, that I am is strange, 
And, that I was not takes the palm 

Which the first two exchange. 

Ah me ! how passing words the thought 
That there were countless ages 

When this my thinking mind was not ; 
That there were myriad stages 

Of time and elemental change 

That might be seen ere I 
Had soul and sense to sweep and range 

Athwart the earth and sky. 

To have been nothing ever seems 

The darkest, deepest wonder 
Of all revealed by the life-beams 

Which burst that shroud asunder ; 
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Breaking through darkness, blacker far 
Than blackest midnight shows, 

When neither star nor silver car 
Along the archway goes ; 

Bursting strong bands, which even death 

Might enviously survey, 
Did he not know how vital breath 

And living being's ray 

Undo these barriers every hour, 

And pass into bright day 
By awful miracle of power 

Working continually. 

On run, in high and deep discourse, 

My Sire and Mother dear, 
And many a wonder they rehearse, 

Toned to their daughter's ear. 

Sights seen by his far-glancing eye, 

To her he full unravels ; 
Sights seen since first along the sky 

Began his tireless travels. 
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And not a little he bath caught 
That well may hearing claim ; 

For under heaven there lieth nought 
Hid from his searching flame. 

Tells he the joy it gives his heart 

To pour his vital force 
Upon the world, and play his part 

In being's onward course. 

Yet boasts he not his royal spirit 

Of gifts that freely fall ; 
Of giving, only to inherit 

The bliss of blessing alL 

And with him chimes the bounteous Earth 
Who, too, lives but for others, 

Tending all creatures from their birth — 
The best of all good mothers. 

O well T love to hear them speak, 

And in such strains run on, 
Till crimson triumph paints their cheek, 

That their blood is my own, 
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Yet they will sometimes talk of things 
That make my heart the toy 

Of strange emotions, till its strings 
Scarce answer grief or joy. 

So swept l?y overpowering blast 

That feeling, self undone, 
Finds sad redress in rest at last 

By sheer exhaustion won. 

Now must I bear a force of gladness, 

Almost akin to pain ; 
Again flows in heart-sickening sadness 

Like tide of weed-fouled main, 

Now comes a proud careering wave 

Of exultation high, 
On which my heart, riding full brave, 

Is lifted £o the sky : 

Then speechless awe takes sudden sway 
Of my o'erburdened breast ; 

Or by chill fear, or blank dismay, 
My spirit is opprest. 
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All these my bosom's rule have won 

Within one passing hour, 
As talk 'twixt them has onward run 

Of various outpour. 

Conversing upon ages dead 

For ages ere my life 
Came from themselves, more truly wed 

Than ere were man and wife. 

A dread delight in sooth to hear 

Him of the burning eye, 
Deep whispering in her bended ear, 

And hear her make reply. 

THE SUN. 

"0 lovely one, long gone the day 

When first thy gentle face, 
Met mine in twilight murky gray, 

That sought to veil its grace. 

"For countless ages had I waited, 

Sad wandering in the sky, 
Fearing this heart was darkly fated 

Of weary void to die. 



I 
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"Dreading its dream of bliss might burst, 
Like some fair coloured bubble ; 

Leaving my soul a thing accurst, 
Drier than Autumn stubble. 

"For countless ages had my gaze 

Traversed the ether sea, 
Towards, mine own, thy dwelling place, 

To catch a glimpse of thee. 

"But rested still the dark, dank cloud 

On thy fair shape bemisted ; 
Nor could this eye pierce through the shroud, 

Dart fire-glance as it listed. 

"So did my vision-haunted spirit 

Thy loveliness divine, 
And seek thy beauty to inherit 

Before thy fase met mine. 

"O lovely one, to my bent ear 

Give now what thoughts were thine, 

In the long brood of shadow drear, 
Ere thou didst see Hie shine. 
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" Tell me once more what thou did'st feel, 

Lying as in the grave ; 
Under the sad and blinding seal 

Of that dark, damp cloud-wave. 

" In night so drear, what of good cheer, 

And what of doleful pining, 
What joy and sorrow, hope and fear 

Foreran my first outshining ? 

" Speak thou, and let me hear thy voice 

Sound sweeter in my ears, 
Than all the mingled music choice 

Of the seven wandering spheres." 

THE EAKTH. 

4i thou of golden locks, and eye 

Of far outglancing fire ; 
O thou in whom mine eyes descry 

My life's first fond desire. 

" Oft have I told thee of those ages 

Counted, no, not by years, 
And chronicled on shrivelled pages, 

Slow read by keen-eyed seers. 
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" Oft have I told thee how my heart 
Throbbed then with boiling flame. 

And how my breast knew sorest smart, 
Ere thou my love did'st claim. 

" And how the fountains of my rain, 

And springs of my soft dew 
Were aU dried up with grief and pain, 

Until I knew thee true. 

" For my appointed bridegroom had 

Been seen by me in dreams ; 
Though all was sad, with wide gloom dad, 

My soul had felt thy beams. 

" But ne'er the more pierced they the haze, 

Or fell upon these eyes ; 
Through ages neither gleam nor blaze 

Made way adown the skies. 

" And feared I that the vision bright 

Might ne'er turn into being ; 
And that the long sad dreary night 

Might see my last hope fleeing. 
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" So my pent bosom nursed the fire, 

Tea, to its own consuming ; 
For through that mist, my heart's desire, 

No face of thine was looming. 

" glorious one of shining hair, 

And far outbeaming eye ; 
These were the thoughts of her who sware 

With thee to live and die. 

" Of her who draws her light from thee, 
Her health, her wealth, her all ; 

Of her who would not live to see 
Thy last day's radiance fell " 

THE SUN. 

" dearer far than all the seven 
Who share with thee my beams ; 

Well know I how thy heart was riven 
With grief to stop tear-streams, 

" And well I ken the time was long, 

Of years like sea-shore sand, 
Through which the breath of sorrow strong, 

The inward burning fanned, 
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" O lovely one, by none excelled, 
Much as mine eyes have seen, 

Full well know'st thou they ne'er beheld 
What lay 'neath that mist screen. 



" Tell me, my fairest, of the sights, 

Its darkness did not hide, 
Seen by thee in dim glimmering lights, 

When there thou did'st abide. 

" Speak on, and let me hear thy voice 

Sound sweeter in my ears, 
Than all the mingled music choice, 

Of the seven wandering spheres." 

THE EARTH. 

" O mighty one, save in whose face 
Mine never shows a smile ! 

Thou who my virgin grief did'st chase 
In a right royal style ! 

" Ah me ! for long, and weary long, 
No creature there might live, 

For I through press of anguish strong, 
To none could nurture give. 
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" All things down-trodden desolate 

By ruin's footstep proud ; 
So most forlorn was my estate, 

Beneath the brooding cloud. 

" Still fiery throb and heavy sob, 

Without a tear or sigh, 
Withal of burning heat to rob 

The inward agony. 

" On ran the woe of earthquake throe, 

And fierce volcanic burst ; 
Till, in the lapse of epochs slow, 

Had come and gone the worst 

" And as more ages cooled this heart, 

Were cast upon my care 
Strange living things, to lift in part 

The load still weighing there. 

" Creatures that dwelt on the shore belt 

Of the far-spreading seas ; 
Waiting on which at length I felt 

My bosom gaining ease. 
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" Creatures, in truth, not showing much 

On which affection lingers ; 
Telling of first and roughest touch 

Of Nature's plastic fingers. 

" Creatures to match heaven's sullen face, 

Of crude and torpid frame, 
Stinted of lines and hues of grace, 

Through lack of thy life-flame. 

" Of limbless pulp, parts ill defined, 
Upswallowed in gross whole ; 

Sad creatures, deaf and dumb, and blind, 
With scarce one ray of souL 

" Yet cheering that drear dwelling-place 

With fellowship of life, 
Enough to temper the hard case 

Of her thou callest wife. 

" Since other balm could not be found 
To soothe the lingering smart ; 

With these sought I to poise my mind, 
And calm my troubled heart. 
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" Yet ah, the empty hollow still, 

Was there to tell of one 
Unseen, who came at last to fill 

The Earth with joy, Sun ! " 

THE SUN. 

"0 ever mine ! the full-blown flower 

And blossom of my dreams, 
Fair Earth, on whom I love to pour 

My warmest, gladdest beams. 

" Far sunk in deep eternity, 

That day of sweet solace, 
When, piercing through the clearing sky, 

My eye first saw thy face. 

" A day the first of unstemmed love, 

And commerce of its wealth, 
To us, and all that live and move, 

The first of joy and health. 

" Ages outnumbering heavenly stars 

Gliding athwart the sky 
Full in my sight in their bright cars, 

From thine hid by mine eye, — 
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" Outnumbering stars that course the blue, 

The ages that have died 
Since from true love new life we drew, 

And were in wedlock tied. 

" And many changes have o'erpast 

The face of things since we, 
After long waiting, met at last, 

And found our hearts agree. 

"Changes have come, both great and small; 

Changes both slow and swift ; 
Yet firm and fast, throughout them all, 

Our love has known no shift. 

• 

" In concert have we plied our task, 

Still doing what we could 
To bless all creatures, e'en in mask 

Of evil doing good. 

" Together have we seen the sights 

Of many myriad years ; 
Life's hopes and fears, its cloud-check'd lights, 

Its laughter and its tears. 
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" What sayst thou of the great world plan, 

And onrun of the same ? 
What of the cycles up to man. 

And ages since he came ? 

" Give me what most has touched thy soul 

With love and admiration, 
Or been most grievous in the roll 

And flow of the creation ; 

" Whatever to thy mind has clung 

In fruitful generation ; 
Whether the same thy heart has wrung, 

Or filled with glad elation. 

" Speak on, and let me hear thy voice 

Sound sweeter in my ears, 
Than jU the mingled music choice 

Of the seven wandering spheres." 

THE EARTH. 

"0 mighty one ! m whom I live, 
Why should I lift this tongue 

My feeble sense of things to give, 

» 

Ere thy wise words have rung. 



1 
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" The trees, O thou, my heart's desire, 

Came as the first display 
Of Him who works the very mire 

Into transparency 

"Through which may clear andbright outshine 
Himself, His living thought, — 

Lighting dull clay with beam divine 
Of grace and truth inwrought ; 

" Trees, large and lofty, piercing heaven, 

To which none may compare 
That since have risen, and feebly striven 

To shoot into the air ; 

" Trees sprouting from the soil late raised 

Out of the spreading deep ; 
On these, for countless years, we ga^ed : 

Years when thou saw'st me weep 

"Tears more than e'er the ground had drunk, 
More than have sought eye-vent 

In any age that since has sunk, 
Its wave of being spent ; 
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" Tears full of wondering delight ; 

Less at the stately show 
Than at deep powers that scorn eye-sight, 

Confessed in such outflow ; 

u Well knowest thou my yearning soul 

Has ever sought the heart, 
The life, the spirit, of the whole 

That eye and ear impart. 

" The trees were watered by my tears, 

And cherished by my smiles, 
For many, many myriad years, 

And grew in various styles 

" Of beauty, majesty, and grace, 

High towering to the sky, 
And spreading wide, until my face 

Was half hid from thine eye. 

" Into themselves they freely drew 

Our blended force of life, 
Drinking pure light, air, rain, and dew 

Of thee, and of thy wife. 
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"All these were given with right good- will 

And with a gracious pleasure, 
Through livelong ages ready still 

To £01 anew the measure. 

» 

" Yet, as slow epochs came and went, 

And still ran on the show 

Of giant trees, my heart's content 

Near verged on overthrow. 

" Still, nothing, nothing, save the trees, 

And plants of less renown, 
With the blind creatures in the seas, 

When countless years had flown. 

"Ah me ! full many a sigh heaved I, 
And thou didst hear the same, 

As age on age died lingeringly, 
And nought else owned the flame 

" Of thy bright eye, and nothing sought 

The nurture of my breast, 
Of higher life, with anxious thought 

My spirit was down-pressed ; 
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" And strong cried I to Him on high, 

With many a sob and moan, 
His work of power and skill to ply, 

His task to carry on. 

" With groans prayed I, the mighty Soul 

Of life to show advance, 
Since well wist I that some grand goal 

Held His forerunning glance. 

"These were Earth's gloomy thoughts, Sun, 

In shadow of the trees ; 
Give me thine own, shining one, 

From whose face darkness flees. 

" Speak thou, whose tones mine ear desires 

More than all pleasant play 
Of sounding winds, waves,, woodland choirs 

Mixing harmoniously ." 

THE SUN. 

" O lovely one, full well I know 
Sore trouble vexed thy heart, 

For with sad eye saw I thee show 
Signs of strong inward smart, 
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" Yea, ere the force of pain took course 

In groan, or cry, or sigh ; 
My ready sense had caught the source 

Of thy perplexity. 

" The more with ease that what thy lips 

Vented so grievously, 
For many a day, with grave eclipse, 

Had dimmed my spirit's ray. 

" Oh ! I did gaze for countless days, 

Upon the dark green trees ; 
Musing full pensive on the ways, 

Of Him whom no eye sees, — 

11 Of light too rare to strike the sense 

With its essential ray ; 
As in deep veil of darkness dense, 

Hid by mere purity. 

" For years, not few, the scene me threw 

Into a mood as sad, 
Well nigh as what my spirit knew 

Ere first thou mad'st it glad. 
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" Yet held I still an inward trust 

In Him who rules creation ; 
And faith that He would show in dust 

A power of generation, 

" Rising in grandeur stage by stage, 

And towering to a height, 
To make that welcome latter age 

In*sooth a goodly sight. 

" And in the rudimontal creatures 

That peopled then the seas, 
Saw I some signs of mending features, 

That soothed my soul's unease. 

" Slow ! slow !! in truth, was the expansion 
And growth to higher shape ; 

Yet gazing down from my blue mansion, 
The change did not escape 

' ' The glance of this far-seeing eye, 
Which doth all things command, 

Under the sapphire dome that lie, 
Searching both sea and land. 
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" And so upon the ocean margent 
Traced I life's tardy blow ; 

The blossom bud finding enlargement, 
Growing, however slow. 

" Then, as I chase the mists of morn, 
Drave I my own heart's gloom, 

In faith that every age now born 
Would open more the bloom : 

" And all to cheer thy drooping spirit, 
Showed thee the dim presage, 

And bade thee hope yet to inherit 
Life's full-blown flowerage. 

" O lovely one, renew the tale, 

And give to me the story 
On from that time, adown the vale 

Of years and ages hoary. 

" Speak on, and let me hear thy voice 
Sound sweeter in my ears, 

Than all the mingled music choice 
Of the seven wandering spheres." 
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THE EAETH. 

" mighty one, time's long onflow 

Has proved thy counsel wise, 
And nought has come else than to show 

The clearness of thine eyes. 

"Yet through long epochs much befell, 

That bade me nurse my fear; 
And held me in a troublous 6pell, 

Spite all thy graciuus cheer. ' 

"The seas ! the seas ! scarce time gives ease 

From shock of the surprise ; 
The seas bring forth things like to freeze 

Life-blood ; dire shapes arise ! 

"Through seething brine they sweep uncouth, 
In shore-slime creep and wallow ; 

Fierce revelling in strength of youth, 
Huge prey they craunch and swallow. 

"Ah me ! this heart of gentle ruth, 
Heard its own beat when these 

Creatures most hideous and uncouth, 
By myriads swarmed the seas. 

N 
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"And then came birds upon the land ; 

Lake-margin, and drear swamp 
Weie thronged with birds of stature grand, 

But of no comely stamp. 

" On their long legs ungainly stalking 

O'er marshy 6hore and flat, 
In crowds for long-drawn ages balking 

The hope thy words begat. 

"Swarmed, too, huge crocodiles and lizards, 

Each of more strange affright 
Than direst phantom, mortal wizard's 

Black art may give to sight ; 

"And dragons of a countenance 

Most dreadful to behold, 
Flying on wings of wide expanse, 

Swift, cruel, strong, and bold. 

"With all my lively trust in thee, 

The very truth to tell, 
In place of heavenward growth, to me 

The bent seemed down to hell. 
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"0 royal Sun! my tongue has told 
The load that pressed me sore, 

My grief and fear in ages old, 
And epochs snowy hoar ; 

" When time's long travail filled my sight, 

As with a horrid vision 
Of shapes from blackest womb of night, 

To flout in grim derision 

" At what my inmost heart did cherish 

As dearest life and breath : 
All me ! that so should waste and perish 

By slow and hideous death, 

" And gnaw of cruel monster jaws, 

(To glut like carcass rotten, 
Obscene and foul chimera maws,) 

What seemed a hope begotten 

" Of truth, of spirit, and of life, 

Of being's heart, and soul : 
Came doubt and fear in on thy wife, 

In strong and long sea roll, 
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" Sun ! when awful power was spent 
Still on such graceless creatures ; 

And the Almighty One's intent, 
Did seem to glare through features 

" Grim scoffing at the very dream 

Of loveliness and grace, 
Inspired when His creative beam 

Lighted with soul this face. 

"These were Earth's thoughts,0 mightySun, 

Of trouble and dismay ; 
Tell me thine own, O bright-eyed one I 

Whose face drives dark away. 

" Speak thou whose tones my ear desires 

More than all pleasant play 
Of sounding waves, winds, woodland choirs, 

Mixing melodiously." 

THE SUN. 

" O gentle one ! through outward build 
And mould of the strange creatures, 

Mine eyesight piercing clear beheld, 
And well-scanned inward features. 
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" Despite ihe coarse rough-hewn outside, 

As my quick glance in-ran, 
Sure marks saw I of a long stride 

Right onward in the plan. 

" There, in the cunningly wrought frame, 

Compact of many a part, 
Plain read I with this orb of flame, 

Signs of advancing art. 

" Still more to move my living soul 

To wondering admiration, 
Bead I strange symbols on the scroll 

Of brute organization ; 

" Caught, as it were, dim shadowy gleams 

And glimpses of a creature 
More worthy of my glorious beam* 

And of thy gentle nature ; 

" Seed, of ideal life-bloom, striving 

Slow towards germination, 
Thought embryotic, not arriving 

At birth by short gestation 
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" Of running years and circling ages. 

But, in the ample sweep 
Of stellar cycles, ending stages 

Of dark, appointed sleep, 

" At last to burst forth suddenly 

In beauty, to requite 
Our waiting eyes with long-sought ray 

Of Him, the Life and Light. 

" Nor marvelled I at the slow tread, 

Towards a final goal; 
Since somewhat I the mind had read 

Of Him whose footstep stole 

" In calm of majesty and might 

Upon a road foreknown, 
And lying all in brightest light, 

Ere light was, save His own. 

11 Well wotted I His stately march 

Of power full leisurely 
Would scale that long and lofty arch 

Spanning eternity ; 
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" On whose grand bend 'gan he ascend 
When he rebuked old Night, 

And her enduring strength did rend 
With His first word's wing-flight. 

" Well saw I that the path He chose 

In His course of creation, 
Was to be measured not by close 

Of year or generation ; 

" That time's last circle would be run, 

And latest epoch sped, 
Ere the high work He had begun 

Its full life-light would shed : 

" That world on world would be uncurled 

As from the silent womb, 
And, all enshrouded, world on world 

Sink in the silent tomb, 

" Ere He, life's Sun, the sky had trod 

Up to meridian day, 
Live being rising from the sod, 

As flowerage owns my ray ; 



* 
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"Opening, anon, more full and fair, 

Beneath the growing beam, 
As more the radiance cleansed the air, 

And came in unstemmed stream ; 

" Beauty unfolding slow, yet fast 

According to the measure 
Of awful term, through which should last 

The course of His good pleasure. 

" Well wotted I these ages long 

Made but the morning grey, 
Whose mists, before one sunburst strong 

Of His, would flee away. 

" Being was waking quick enough, 
Since there had faced the sky 

A thousand grades, ere yet the stuff 
Was cleared that filmed dawn's eye. 

" So would He move at his own pace 

Along creations roa.d ; 
Reaching the end of His pure grace 

In His own time and mode ; 
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" Creatures appearing in succession, 
Which, wisely seen, would show 

That His high purpose of progression 
Still ruled the world's onflow ; 

" Until, at length, one truly great 
Should stand before His face, 

One finding neither peer nor mate 
In aught of brutal race, — 

" Till He, by awful word of power, 

Or by His sovereign nod, 
The world should beautify and dower 

With one, a Son of God. 

"Still themere dawn, the fullday splendour — 

Of that I nought espied, 
Saving to ken that time's surrender 

Should see the dew undried ; 

" The sovereign Sun, no more than leaving 

The azure eastern gate, 
Morning's last cloud all proudly cleaving, 

To scale the blue in state. 
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" And so, fair one, though time's onrun 
Oft strained my patient waiting, 

Heart's faith in the Eternal Sun 
Held on without abating. 

" lovely one, and ever dear ! 

Tell how thou did'st come round, 
How hope at last gave chase to fear, 

And joy brake sorrow's bound." 

THE EARTH. 

" Sun ! the giant beasts next came 

To people the dry land, 
And what my eyes caught in their frame 

Helped me to understand. 

" Of these were' some of bulk immense, 

Ungainly shape and gait, 
And wearing strong and callous fence 

No force might penetrate ; 

" Creatures that make the elephants 

Of Ethiopia, 
And those seen in the jungle haunts 

Of eastern India, 



i 
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" Of small account, and leave behind 

In mass of trunk and limb, 
All that have come in time's unwind 

Running through eras dim ; 

" Unwieldy, huge, and little apt 

One's soul to satisfy, 
In dream of fairest being wrapt, 

And filled with vision high, 

" Of lovely shape, and spirit clear 
And pure, and burning bright 

With lustre drawn from inmost sphere 
Of the essential Light. 

"Poor cheer the lusty strength, and thew 

Of huge dust-gazing brute, 
To me, still holding one in view, 

Of eye endowed to shoot 

"Straight upward in celestial course, 

Piercing the ether sea ; 
And of a deathless inward force 

To face eternity. 
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" joyous blossom ! slow thy bud, 
Most hard and weary slow, 

To. burst its calyx, eye to flood 
With life's full blush-rose blow. 

" Within thick hide, still did abide 

The plastic art divine, 
And sickened hope still loudly cried 

For cups of sorrows wine. 

" Within thick hide, did long abide 

The plastic art divine, 
As fain, meseems, to veil fond pride 

In the heart nursed outshine 

" Of beauty delicate and rare, 
In its rough husk concealed, 

So as to break out doubly fair 

When once the sheath should yield. 

" Ah, it was there, Sun ! the power 
And skill, though shunning sight, 

The wisdom and the will to dower, 
With what might charm thy light 
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" With all the line and colour grace 

It e'er had hoped to kiss, 
And cover evermore my face 

With smile of long-sought bliss ; 

" The power and skill to fill dull clay 

With a divine expression 
Of living beauty, sooth to say, 

Dust's last seal of procession 

" Creative, forth the unseen spring, 

The finish of her round 
And cycle from and to ; her ring 

Shewn to be full and sound. 

" Yea, it was there, the sure decree 

And witness of the same ; 
And the Most High and Holy Three 

Had pledged their awful fame — 

" Of wisdom, might, and truth — to show 

Their thought's pure quality 
In clay-shape ; into flesh to throw 

Its virtue, full and free. 
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" Thou, with an eye to look within, 
Saw 'st it in monstrous creatures, 

Saw'st it through slimy reptile-skin, 
And savage dragon-features. 

" Thy wife, of duller earthly glance, 

Began to mark the same ; 
But not till, in time's slow advance, 

The throng of land-beasts came. 

" The rudest of the beasts seemed sightly 
Set off by shapes forerunning, 

Which scarred me long fromscanningrightly 
Art, hasty eye-glance shunning. 

" And, profiting by lapse of life, 

And thy wise-woven talk, 
Plain saw I that my heart's blind strife 

Had been its hope's worst balk ; 

" For now, in many a clear-drawn line, 

The brutal structures showed 
That on His highway of design 

Triumphantly He strode 
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" Towards the end of all our dreams 

Of what we should inherit ; 
Dreams kindled by the true-light beams 

Of His own living Spirit. 

" Now as new creatures rose to view, 

The inward art shone out, 
Beauty her rough outgear off-threw, 

And so to shame put doubt. 

" As age on age its circle due, 

Ended and died away, 
The creatures fair and fairer grew, 

Until came that bright day, — 

" Sun, thine eye more wisely saw, 

Thy tongue can better tell, 
A wonder that made light as straw 

All seen in the long spell 

" Of ages countless, that foreran 
Him holding peerless station ; 

The grand and godlike creature man, 
Who came to crown creation. 
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" His happy birth to me relate, 

As thou hast often done ; 
His lovely shape, and fair estate, 

Give to my ear, Sun ! 

" Speak thou, whose tones my soul desires 

More than all pleasant play 
Of sounding winds, waves, woodland choirs, 

Of sweetest harmony." 

THE SUN. 

" fairest of the sister spheres 

Who live in my eye beam, 
That day, through misty vale of years, 

Still shines like golden dream. 

" He came, that creature beautiful, 

He rose out of the clay ; 
The Virgin-clay was dutiful, 

And did His word obey. 

" She heard a voice, not of loud noise, 

A voice of spirit-might, 
And without thinking of a choice, 

Answered with quick delight. 
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" Heard she a call of grave sweet fall, 

Like none that went before 
Into her heart through ages all, 

And she did not abhor 

" To yield her substance to the breath 

Of His own purest life, 
And wed herself with essence death 

Ne'er challenges to strife. 

"Uprose the shape at His command, 

Gracing the light of day 
With beauty delicate and grand ; 

And now begin to play 

" Upon the lofty godlike face, 

And gleam from azure eye, 
Bays of a rare ethereal grace, 

That all my own outvie : 

" Rays of a light that never was 

Till then by us beheld ; 
Holding our hearts in breathless pause, 

So far its tone excelled 
o 
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" All ever we had seen outdawn 

From orbs of living clay; 
And so our wonder was outdrawn, 

Till reason scarce held sway : 

" The shapely form, leaving behind 

In beauty every creature ; 
The qualities of viewless mind, 

Gilding each comely feature 

" Of countenance with softer splendour, 

And of diviner show, 
Than rarest radiance I may render 

Through dawn's eye, or rainbow : 

" Fairer than fairest night-stilled dew. 
My day-spring may unshroud ; 

Clearer than clearest noon-sky blue ; 
Grander than sunset cloud. 

" The high- wrought clay could not delay 

My sight to scan its frame ; 
It was the ray of spirit-play 

That held this eye of flame. 
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" A dawn I wist had now been born, 

A light of day had broke, 
That might nights onset ever scorn, 

And power of darkness mock ; 

" A dawn whose loveliness would rise 

Into meridian splendour, 
Not to decline when my blue skies 

To time make last surrender. 

" So came the creature beautiful, 

Uprising from the clay ; 
The Virgin-clay, so dutiful, 

Most gladly did obey. 

" At His high voice, not of loud noise, 

His voice of spirit-might ; 
The dust all quick, ne'er waiting choice, 

Arose and stood upright. 

" His Makers life-breath Adam drew, 
And wore his Maker's features ; 

And so at last drank light and dew, 
The full-blown flower of creatures. 
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" O gentle one ! thou, too, with me 
Did'st see that wondrous sight ; 

And thy fair lips did swift agree 
To sound thy heart's delight. 

" Give me what in thy soul arose 
And took light upward wing ; 

This heart is rich with what it owes 
To thy tongue's silver-ring. 

"Run on, and let me hear thy voice 
Sound sweeter in my ears, 

Than all the mingled music choice 
Of the seven wandering spheres." 

THE EARTH. 

" O Sun! thou saw'st it from the skies 
With wiser eye than mine ; 

Yet my surprise took vocal guise 
With quicker ease than thine. 

" Well knowest thou that what I se 

Or hear, or think, or feel, 
Waits not on words, but speedily 

Robp silence of her seal. 
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" And so before thy tongue, of lore 
Gathered from boundless space, 

Had cast a wave on its lip-shore, 
My tones were in full chase. 

" Still, still; O Sun ! my soul of awe 
And wonder drank a measure, 

Enough that day to teach the law 
Of wisdom in grave leisure. 

• 

" So admiration held me dumb, 

At least for one full hour ; 
Speech, all abashed and overcome, 

Tn presence of His power, 

"Who wrought, thou know'st, another sign 

Of His own matchless might, 
And of His cunning art divine, 

Before our wondering sight. 

" Ere yet the man was an hour old, 

A purple mist its drape 
Around him cast, and in soft fold 

Hid from our eyes his shape. 
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" Then troublous fear upon me stole, 

And I was in dismay, 
Lest the fair clay instinct with soul, 

When once the haze gave way, 

" Might like a baseless dream of night 

Have melted into air ; 
Its lines no more to fill our sight 

With fruit of livelong prayer, — 

" No more to yield the crowning joy 
For which our hearts had waited ; 

Our hope of hopes clean to destroy : 
But so it was not fated ; 

" For now the shroud of tinctured cloud 

Slackens its close embrace ; 
Is burst asunder, as by proud 

Glance of thy rising face 

" Are rent dawn-curtains, and, lo, standing 

By godlike Adam's side, 
A shape new wonderment commanding, 

Fair Eve, his bride ! his bride ! 
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" Then did my tongue undo the bars 

Of silence, and declare, 
In accents marred with tremor-jars, 

My thoughts of the bright pair. 

" O Sun ! bid not these lips of mine 

Renew that hasty tale, 
111 matching with the scene divine, 

Ruled by no rhythmic scale. 

" fitter far now to repeat 

The choral notes, anon 
By us sped up to heaven's high seat, 

O Sun! run on, run on." 







G&XT7Q EIGHTH 



THE CREATION HYMN. 



THE SUN. 

" O Thou True Light I 
In the blue height, 

To thee praise evermore : 
Thine be my blaze, 
Ancient of Days, 

My blaze through ages hoar. 

" Take Thou the whole, 
And fill my soul 

With end of her creation : 
And let thy Sun 
Live but to run 

Bight on in thy laudation. 
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" Out of deep night 
Brought'st Thou my light, 

Thick bars of darkness breaking 
To life's bright joys 
Thy mighty voice 

Gave me a quick awaking. 

" Thy Spirit said, 
• O Sun, light shed ! ' 

And I could not delay ; 
Outgleamed mine eye 
Full suddenly, 

When Thou the word didst say. 

" O all my flame 
Be to thy fame, 

The Father Thou of Lights ; 
For my whole burning, 
To Thee returning, 

Ne'er grace of thine requites." 

THE EARTH. 

" To Thee, life's source, call I ; 
lift my song course high 
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This day, above all by-past measure 

Of praise to Thee, of whose good pleasure 

" My elements were brought 
From the abyss, and wrought 
Into this goodly frame of mine, 
Informed with living flame divine. , 

" O Thou the word did'st speak, 
And it was done ; full meek 
Stern Night and seething Chaos grew, 
And quick at thy first whisper knew 

" That they must not delay 
To yield their ancient sway, 
And render up in dumb amaze 
To Thee their shapeless crudities. 

"01 the Earth am Thine ! 

Whose breath of mouth divine, 
Of old from the deep gulf outbrought me, 
And who all beautiful outwrought me. 
Behold Thou me, who still have sought Thee; 

And listen to the voice 

Of my heart sacrifice. 
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" Be all my elements to Thee ; 
Thine be the land, and thine the sea ; 
Winds, waves, snow, hail, soft rain, and dew, 
Clear air, cloud, calm, and tempest too ; 
To thy high word let all be true. 

" O take the whole ! 

And fill my soul 
With end of her creation : 

Thou, the true goal 

Of all onroll, 
Be all to thy laudation." 

THE SUN. 

" Ancient Thou of Days ! 
Whose awful gaze 
Runs through all space, 
Sees every place, 
And spans eternity. 

11 if the vision waited ! 
Faith unabated 
By grace was mine ; 
The glory thine : 
Praise be to Thee, Most High. 
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" To farthest bound of heaven be told 
Thy goings from of old: 
O Thou the Everlasting ! 
With the I Am, no hasting ; 

"Nor dubious veer, 
Nor halt in tKy career : 
Calm of Almighty strength, 
And vision of a length 
To turn the trackless way 
Of time to certainty 
Eternal. 

" thou did'st onward go ! 

Nor fast, nor slow, 

In perfect chime 

And beat of time, 
Elastic and severe. 

" Thy footstep, measured true, 
Hath come when due 
Unto the end 
Of its long tend, 

As doth this day appear. 
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" God who would not fear 

Thy majesty ; 

None in the sky 

Shall dare be dumb 

This day. 

• 
" come ! 

" And let us worship Him. 

Ye circling spheres awake ! 

With speed ye orbs that skim 

Blue ether, silence break, 

And cry aloud ; 

For the dawn-cloud 
Of time is rent asunder ; 
And daybreak asks the wonder 

Of wide creation ; 

The admiration 

Of every eye 

Open in sky 
And Earth. 

" To Thee glad mirth, 
Thou Most High 
Eternally ! 



214 THE SUMMER QUEEN. 

" The Adam and his bride now stand 
To show thy Spirit's way, 
All clearly to display 
That thy thought's onward flight 
Was of a sovereign height, 

Its length of years, like sea-shore sand, 

" To poise with uttermost demand. 
O fit and wise the stages ! 
Of slow and long drawn ages : 
Not shamed the epoch pages : 
The scope of all presages 

This day hath found a rendering grand. 

u In the man's face mine eyes command 

Thy travel on the road, 

Under the awful load 

Of Infinite design. 

Thy gravity divine 
Doth now in brightness stand. 

" Thine image crowns the journey's end ; 

One, 
Like to none 
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Save Him who made 

The man of grade 
To show how dust may blend 
And marry with divinity : 

With creature is begun, 

And when shall it be done, 
O God ! thine awful Unity. 

" Of godlike shape and soul, most clear 

Thy beauty is in him ; 
Thou in his eye dost so appear 

That now my light is dim. 

" No more thy glory owns, 
In me, its semblance fair ; 
My pure white rays, and tones 
Of colour tinging air, 
And earth ; how shalt Thou see, 
In these, aught like to Thee. 

"01 will praise Thee for the dark 

Now cast upon my beams ; 
For Thee burn I to the last spark, 

And glory that my gleams 
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" Are so eclipsed by purer ray 
. Than e'er my face outflung : 
In thy high Name I joy this day, 
listen to my tongue ! 

" Let him increase unto Thy fame ; 
Not me ! Thine own Eternal Name : 

Bid thou mine eye 

Shut suddenly ; 

Die by slow wasting, 

Or by quick hasting ; 
Or live in deep and strong obscure 
Of his new radiance clear and pure : 

For I am thine, 

And only shine 
For Thee. 

" Eclipsing me, 
And showing free and full thy majesty, 
And beauty, he my joy, as thine shall be. 

" O in deep shade 
Let me be laid, 
If so, True Light ! 
Thou com'st to sight. 
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" When thy outshine 
Asks my decline, 
Thy will be done ; 
And thine own Sun 
His life's end well hath won. 

" Thine was my first awaking burst, 

And thine shall be my last ; 
O let no gleam of mine accurst 

Be from thy presence cast. 

" Be all unto thy glory shed, 

O Ancient Thou of Days ; 
Ere time was, snowy hoar thy head ; 

For thy Name's fame I blaze. 

" O only to thy praise 
Shine I on high ; 
Bends everlasting gaze 
On Thee mine eye. 

" Of old, thine awful rays 
Gave sight to me ; 
And bo in sight always 
Hold I but Thee. 
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'' O let me live, or let me die ! 

My heart shall not repine : 
Since, clear shines in thine own blue sky, 

Dawn, born to no decline — 

" The morning of a day to show 
Thy pure, ethereal splendour — 

now to Thee, or fast, or slow, 
May be my life's surrender. 

" If so my soul should pass, 
And all my mighty mass 
Dissolve like morning drop ; 
None more shall wane or stop 

Thy praise. 
The man full wide shall blaze, 

And raise 
In sky aloft thy ways, 

And speak thy fame. 

" O after all my flame ! 
To dark wherefrom it came, 
And primal void hath gone, 
Shall he thy heavenly throne 
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In multitude surround, 
Eternal ages bound 
Thy great Name to resound. 
O be Thou crowned ! 

That is the whole, 

Eternal goal ! 

Light's Living Soul ! 
The First, the Last, the One 
Beside whom there is none ! 

" let my sacrifice 
This day arise, 
And pierce the skies ! 
Open thine ear, 
And hear 
My words, Thou Most High ! 
Thou who of old did'st wake mine eye, 

hear my cry ! 
All in the praise 
Of thy right ways, 
And of thy works of wonder done 
In sight of me, Mighty One ! 
Thy Sun ! " 
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THE EARTH. 

" O wonderful in counsel Thou, 

In working excellent, 
To my Up-offering let now 

Thy gracious ear be bent. 

" Praise be to thee for the bright pair 

Who stand upright this day ; 
Let every sound that moves my air, 

To Him make melody, 

" By whose command the dust arose ; 

And Adam and his bride 
Came forth, my travail sore to close 

With burst of joy and pride. 

" And but Thou hast made me great ! 

And given me for a dower, 
A large and beautiful estate, 

By wisdom and by power. 

" Them will I fill with rarest treasures 

Of precious hidden things ; 
And they shall drink delightsome pleasures 

Dr^wi* from my countless springs. 
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" Of gift shall fail nought on my part 

That I have power to give ; 
gracious One ! they in my heart 

Like my own life shall live. 

" For, in their birth, is brought to pass 

More than the lovely dream 
Of thine own lighting, dimmed, alas, 

By shadows that did seem 

" To threaten, like the cloud of death, 
With shroud of dawnless night, 

The hope, to me like vital breath, 
For ages shunning sight. 

"01 was weak ! but Thou wast strong ; 

And failed my feeble eye 
To see, through mist of epochs long, 
• Thy glorious majesty. 

" In mercy pardon, for the haze ! 

To such a glance as mine, 
Is thick that rests upon the ways 

And works of Thee divine. 
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" O in deep waters is thy path ! 

Thy feet of trackless tread ; 
Thy flight delights in awful swathe 

Of darkness strong and dread. 

" O but thy whitest light doth flash 
From blackest thunder-cloud ! 

And with the force of sudden crash 
Is rent thy wisdom's shroud. 

" Thy grace had wrought true faith in me 

Ere sight assurance found ; 
Yet broke the unsealed mystery 

On eye, with sore astound 

"Of swift surprise: 
He did arise, 
Out of the dust ! 
Saw I the crust 

" Uphoven, by the breath 

Of whisper thine, 
As from strong jaws of death 

Came he divine 
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" In beauty, and in majesty ; 

And there stood he upright 
So suddenly, that I well nigh 

Was beaten with affright. 

" So quick the two escaped the dark 

And silence of deep night, 
That wonder dumb held back the spark 

And flame of my delight, 

" Now high ascending. 

O glory never ending 
To Thee ! whose purpose far extending 

Through livelong years ; 

Growing 'spite faithless fears ; 
This day in foil ripe fruit appears. 

" O Adam is Thy son ! 
Thy grace, O Mighty One ! 
Hast thou in him outspun 

Of virgin clay ; 
Thy secret beauty's ray, 
And hid beam of thy majesty, 

In him are seen 
So bright, that poor and mean 
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Are all things that for long have been 
Striving along time's road, 

To noise abroad 
Thy comely praise, O God ! 

" O what now rarest voice 

Of winds and waves ! 
Since man's tongue-music choice 

Thine ear-strand laves. 

" what now soft stream note, 

And billow brave ! 
Low murmur in sea grot, 

And fretted cave. 

" My forest boughs air-stirred, 

My organs all — 
What they ! since Thou hast heard 

The grave sweet fall 

"And cadence, of a melody 
That fills the listening sky, 

As with maturity, 

And spirit high 
And deep and pure, of all that I 
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" Have crudely rendered in the play 

Of lauding elements. 
Since henceforth now continually 

Such sound thine ear contents, — 

" all undone ! my choirs 

May well be dumb, 
And stay their pipes and lyres. 

Sith so the sum 



" Of their whole holy noise 
Upgoeth, in one song 

Of beautiful wing-poise, 

And sky-flight free and strong, 

" now the long and joyous chant 

May cease and fall away, 
Of creatures hereto used to pant, 

And strive continually, 

" Abroad to sound the praise 
Of thy great works and ways, 
And thy Name's fame to raise. 
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*' what say I ! 
Rash words upfly, 
Born suddenly 
Of heart surprise, 

That track the skies 
Amiss. 

" Thine Earth's lips dumb, O blessed one ! 

And her praise voices dead ! 
Thy grace forgive a thought's uprun 

Ne'er of my soul's choice bred. 

" O ne'er the less shall I, Most High, 

Upstir my music bands ; 
Since thou wilt ne'er thine ear deny 

To aught that understands 

" And sings with dutiful delight 

The glory of thy Name ! 
O still shall hymn it, day and night, 

All formed to sound thy fame. 

" Yea far the more of Adam's tune 
Shall thine own creature, Earth, 
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With all her choirs, both late and soon, 
To thee make holy mirth. 

" O praise ye all ! and hail with me 
Daybreak most beautiful to see ! 
now fill ye 
The Ear 
Down-bent to hear ! 
For how serene and clear 
A lustre beams, both far and near, 
The truth of all things doth appear ; 
The life of many a year 
And age now sear 
Is here 
Kevealed. 
And, full unsealed, 
Hard buds sweet blossoms yield, 
And beauty long concealed 
Give to the light. 

" now with all your might ! 
Ho ! every thing 
That hath a voice to sing ; — 
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Waves on the sea-sand murmuring ; 
Ye billows which grand notes outfling ; 
Streams softly warbling ; 
Let tree-harp string, 
And piping 
Winds join me, 
And all bird minstrelsy ; 
All sounds of land, and all of sea, 
Take wing, and rise up speedily. 

" bear aloft unto His ear 
The beauty and the truth 
Shed upon all things far and near ; 
Let song renew her youth ; 

" For all of you 
This day are born anew ; 
His life hath brought your life to view ; 
The good, the beautiful, the true 
In Adam's face rare hue 
Hath cast on you, 
Of grace. 
His face — 
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How much it gives, 
Since in it lives 
Tour own rich flower ; 
The fullest dower 

" Of blossom and of fruit, 

For which things all have sighed : 
O then, let none now mute 
In His high praise abide. 

" praise ye all for the new grace 
Shining from Adam's face ! 

Whose eyebeams chase — 

At full swift pace, 

Leaving no trace — 
Away the age-long misty gloom 
That lay on being's bloom. 

" Lo ! they from dark clay-womb, — 
The stately bridegroom, 
As from the tomb, 
And his fair bride have now arisen ; 
Quick they the darksome prison 
Have broke to blazon, 
Good reason ! 
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" Unto eternity, 
His name, who is the life and light 

Of all things low and high. 
O praise Him for the lofty height 

" Of his power's Majesty ; 
And for his wisdom, and his truth ; 

Fill ye the vault of sky, 
Let harmony renew her youth 

This day. 

" This day, 
Without delay, 
Join me the whole array 
Of elements that do my voice obey ! 

u Oin the dark and silent clay, 
The parts of the fair creature, 

As in unending slumber lay : 
Mine eye could see no feature ; 

" But Thine, God ! thy piercing sight, 
Through all the livelong years, 

Saw there enwrapt the image bright 
That Adam this day wears. 
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" The face so beautiful, the mould 

And fashion of the man, 
In epochs old did'st Thou behold, 

And with thy clear eye scan. 

" As in a sleep, full soft and deep, 

Lay open to thy gaze 
The lovely one, and Thou didst keep 

Him in clear sight always. 

" He was thy heart's own hope and joy, 
Through time's uncounted ages, 

When doubt and fear strove to destroy 
Faith in thy true presages. 

" Thou did'st not break upon his rest 

Until the time had come ; 
When shone the day fittest and best, 

.Not long did'st Thou keep dumb. 

" Thy word of might upon the man, 

The whisper of thy power, 
Full swift and sudden then in-ran, 

And He rose in the flower 
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" And strength of lusty youth 
To tell that Thou art truth ; 
Thy wisdom and thy might 
To show ; and bring to sight 

Thy love's full measure, 

Its boundless treasure, 

And free good pleasure. 

" O Thou Creator, infinite 

In all thy works and ways ! 
Thou hast this day gone forth in state ; 

To Thee eternal praise. 

" give the Earth ! of thy free grace, 

And of thy mercy pure, 
Clear eye, thine awful thoughts to trace : 

Thoughts that for aye endure. 

" Thy servant's eyesight purge from dust, 

And fill with beam divine ; 
And give her heart of boundless trust 

For times of dim outshine. 

" in thy sight let Adam live ! 
And may his race increase, 
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Until he holds all I can give 

Of lands. And thine own peace, 

" The holy dove, may she still brood 

O'er him by day and night, 
Keeping him shaded from jar rude 

To break his rest. Through flight 

" Of endless years may love, and joy, 

And every gentle power 
Shield him from aught that might destroy 

His bliss. A goodly dower 

" Hast Thou bestowed on him, and well 

Thy bounties may he use ; 
save his soul from death and hell, 

And help him life to choose ! 

" And in the heavenly choirs whose notes 

Oft steal adown the sky, 
Of purer tone than aught that floats 

Upward, melodiously ' 

" May a great throng of children his 
Their mingled voices raise, 
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Chanting for aye the mysteries 
Of thy deep works and ways. 

" if I die, 
And fall away ! 
O if I die, and once more lie 
Where erst I lay, 
In clasp of Night, 
Drowned light and life's delight 
In seething Chaos, O thy might, 
Thy truth, and love, 
And wisdom, thought above, 
Shall ne'er the less high organs move. 

" This day hast Thou unsealed one's lips, 
Who, filled with thine own breath, 

Shall see the Sun's last sad eclipse, 
And me close eye in death, 

" As 'twere in midst of first full round 

Of his exultant song 
Of praise profound, and without bound 

In length, yet none too long. 
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" Praise be to Thee Most High ! 

To all Eternity ; 
And let each voice of fcarth and sky 

With Amen answer me ! 

" So let it be 

Eternally : 

Amen ! say ye ; 

Right speedily 

With Amen answer me ! 
O Adam, God's son ! He 
Praise endless seeks of thee ; 

Amen ! say thou, 

O God's son ! now 
With Amen answer me." 

THE SUN. 

" So let it be, Eternally ! 
O all now answer me ! 
Say I again, Amen ! Amen ! 
With Amen answer ye. 

" Let every voice of earth and sky 

Be lifted up on high, 

And let all cry 

Amen ! 
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"Things on the ground that walk and creep; 

Ye of the azure deep ; 

All on swift wing that sweep 

Through ether wide, O keep 

Not silence, lift on high 

Your voices all and cry 

Amen ! 

" Clouds, vapours, streams, seas of soft lave, 

Or roll of music grave, 

Or dashing billow brave ; 
All dwelling on the earth's broad pave 

Of green, or in concave 

Of blue, or ocean wave, — 

O now, right speedily, 

Lift voice on high, 

And cry Amen ! 

" Adam, God's son ! He 
Praise endless seeks of thee ; 

Say I again, Amen ! 
O God's son answer me ! 
Say thou, So let it be 
To all Eternity, 
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" Once more let all on high 
Lift voice, and cry 

Amen ! 

" Praise to the Lord give ye ! 
Praise to the Holy Three, 
Eternally : 

Amen!" 

THE EAKTH. 

" Amen ! Eternally ; 
Praise to the Holy Three ! 
Let every voice of land and sea 
With Amen answer me. 

" O Adam give thy voice 
No rest in His high praise ! 
Still let it be thy joy of joys 
To laud His works and ways. 

" O Adam ! to the Three, 
Thrice blessed now with me, 
Lift up thy voice on high, 
Once more this day, and cry 
Aloud His awful Name, 
Who lighted thy souls flame. 



238 THE SUMMER QUEEN. 



a 



every spark 
To Him give back ! 
Let yawning dark 
Ne'er own the track 
Of light in thee ; 
Nor harmony 
His own, straying afar 
Be lost, all turned to jar 
And discord. 



" O Adam, God's son ! He 
Praise endless seeks of thee, 
O Adam answer me ! 
Say thou, So let it be ! 
Thrice blessed be the Three ; 
To the One God Most High 
Glory Eternally, 

Amen." 



Now ceased her voice its long outpour ; 

The last wave of its tide 
Broke on my spirit's viewless shore, 

And its last murmur died. 
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Deep musing silence took the sway 

Of her fair countenance, 
And pensive sadness dimmed the ray 

Of its dew-bright eye-glance. 

Still lay I charmed, and yet opprest, 

By heavy chain bound fast 
Of linked wonders, dreading lest 

Her strain had breathed its last. 

Chain-bound lay I, till the long pause 

Of her resounding tongue, 
Set free my lips, or else it was 

My soul that inly rung 

So loud with its own strong desire, 
That words seemed to outbear 

What haply ne'er did sound inspire 
To stir the fluid air. 

O Maiden of divinest mould ! 

My ear has drunk thy strains ; 
The truth is never vainly told 

If one true heart it gaina 
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One mortal, poor indeed, and weak, 

And of sad blinded mind, 
Yet bent more precious gain to seek 

Than gold seven times refined, — 

His ears have heard thee tell of things 

That ne'er shall die away ; 
To concord hast thou touched heart strings 

That shall not cease to play 

In echo of thy mighty peal. 

O stately march unwearied, 
Through ages sunk ! majestic wheel 

And sweep of step unhurried, 

Through epochs circling to evolve, 

And bring at the true hour, 
The end of One whose high resolve 

Ne'er fails for lack of power, 

Or wisdom ; whose Eternal Thought, 

With measure most severe 
Of geometric order fraught, 

Did ne'ertheless to clear 
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True metered musical discourse 

That knew no halting chime, 
Tune all things in their early course 

Along the path of time — 

Ere mortal ear like mine there was, 

To hear, or tongue to break 
Silence with praise, or eye to pause 

In awe, or soul awake 

Of human kind, to drink the measure 

Of deep melodious flow, 
In which the pure and free good pleasure 

Was spoken here below, 

i 

Of His own first-begotten Word. 

O thou hast made alive, 
His grand footfall ; and I have heard 

His tread divine arrive, 

After long travel, at the man, 

Grandsire of my own race ; 
And the loud notes that upward ran 

When Adam's lordly face 
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Looked on the world, and bade its mirth 

Of richly dowered desire, 
Take heavenly wing of song, — the Earth 

And Sun in holy choir, 

Through thee, have filled unworthy ears 

With an immortal strain 
That shall ring on through all life's years, 

Nor die cf death's last pain. 

So for the welcome of thy time : 

But ah forgive these lips, 
And grant my life another boon ! 

Ah me ! the dark eclipse 

Of things not wrapt in night of death, 

Or in obscurity 
Of a/ncient ages; Oh His breath 

Of mouth is mystery ! 

And His mere passing finger-touch, 

Here at this instant binds 
The truth of things in darkness such 

That my faint spirit finds 
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No rest, for awe of the thick cloud 

In which is hid the light ; 
Ah me ! the strong and heavy shroud 

Turns noonday into night. 

Near and familiar, often seen, 

Well known these fair flower-shapes ; 

Yet here beneath eternal screen, 
lies What all search escapes. 

O welcome thrice thy deep-drawn tune, 

Laving no mortal lips ; 
But grant my inmost life one boon ! 

Ah me ! the deep eclipse 

That covers beauty from the gaze, 

Seeking an inward view ; 
O help my eye to pierce the haze 

Obscuring so the true ! 

O if thou knowest substance ! tell 

What lies below the seeing ; 
For shape and colour know I well, 

Hold something whose outgleaning 
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Would cheer my soul with quenchless light 

Of grace ne'er given to view, 
By sun-bright day, or starry night, 

In field of green or blue. 

My words seemed slow to touch her mood, 

If words indeed were sped ; 
For still held she her attitude, 

And still her voice lay dead. 

Anon, methought I could discern 

The shadow on her face 
Deepen, as if she bade me learn 

I told a hopeless case. 

Then whether moved by my prayer's voice, 

If voice indeed outran, 
Or by the bent of her own choice, 

She thus again began. 



1 rvf v /^N. 


^^^»^E«i»**^BBC 






m ^JUmmMBv^ ^^^L < j / m^^B^^^l 


^^^BuJmUi \ i(Ku% 


^H^l 


<*&^<L^ 


r, "' .""W''\v\s 



CANTO NINTH. 

MYSTERIOUS TBAB8. 

The Irwin, as she flows along, 

Is flooding now my ears 
With liquid music of a song 

That fills my eyes with tears. 

With tears, — O no ! not tears of sorrow, 
Nor drops of joy's bright wine : 

Tears that of either, essence borrow, 
And pith of both combine. 

Not as fermenting elements, 

Meeting to disagree, 
In mixture made by no consent 

Of kindred quality, — 




246 THE SUMMER QUEEN. 

Not so, the drops that dew my eyes 

Here on this river shore, 
Mingle the sense of smiles and sighs, 

As they have oft before. 

O wondrous chemic art divine ! 

Strong strife of things so quelled, 
That tuneful beats this heart of mine ; 

And, by sweet force compelled, 

My bosom heaves in peaceful swell 

Of feeling unalloyed 
With aught that bids me wish the spell 

Or slackened or destroyed. 

A deeper, calmer joy than lives 
In tones of purest gladness ; 

The stream's low melody me gives, — 
Joy mellowed by soft sadness. 

O I do learn the largest love 
And fullest peace, like skies 

Of blue embracing all : the dove 
Of His own Spirit flies 
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Athwart the wide world of my soul ; 

And thought's flood gives less grief 
To her sweet heart than deluge roll, 

To her of olive leaf. 

Hear I her mystic fluttering, 

In these consenting strains 
Of joy and sorrow uttering 

How Unity retains, 

And will not driven by stress forego 

His own eternal clasp ; 
O now in this well blended flow, 

His thought of thoughts I grasp. 

A pleasure tender and refined, 

And of delicious flavour ; 
Like breath of fragrant flowers combined 

By gentle west-wind waver ! 

O but my heart is filled with bliss ! 

That sweet and sour agree ; 
That light and darkness meet and kiss, 

In closest amity ; 
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That sullen sadness sheer undone, 

Learns gentle ministry, 
Yet powerful, to the bright-eyed one 

Whom she seeks to defy. 

Delightsomely, hard contradiction 

Of being yields its strength, 
And all elastic works conviction 

That tuneful is the length 

And breadth, and depth and height, 

Of this confounding world ; 
That blended love, and skill, and might, 

Take heed that nought is hurled 

To be the prey of wanton chance, 

Or of relentless fate ; 
That evil lives but to enhance, 

And give to good more weight. 

O that to me is the fair rhyme 

Of the melodious river, 
Whose tones the sweetest, grandest chime 

Of things to faith deliver,—- 
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The truth, which is the life of life, 

The beauty and the joy 
Of all that is ; turning strong strife 

That seems bent to destroy, 

Into most gracious prophecy 

Of an eternal rest, 
For which all living things do sigh 

With longings ne'er exprest. 

In light of soul, of beauty high, 
And tincture rare these tears ; 

To spirit's eye their quality 
Most wondrous fair appears ; 

Yet ah, how near the bourn of dark ! 

How thick the shade that broods 
On all mind's vision makes its mark, 

Of heart's most common moods ! 

As clear as sunlight shines the end, 
For which these tear-drops flow ; 

Put what so moves them to descend 
'Tis harder far to know, 

R 
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Long hath my labouring spirit sought 

The secret to divine, 
Of forces that sd oft have wrought, 

To steep these lids in brine. 

How should the pleasant water-song, 

Be else than purely gladdening ; 
Why does its charm to please grow strong, 

The more its tones are saddening ? 

* 

The truth goes deeper than my guess* 
Unless as seem3 to me, 

Sweet sounds like these my soul impress 

> 

With some hid mystery 

Of beauty more than earth or sky 

Reveals to eye and ear, 
Or wistful mind may e'er descry, 

By vision strong and clear, 

Save dimly as in shadow cast, 

Upon its chamber wall ; 
Scarce to be traced and flitting fast, 

Yet mighty to enthrall 
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The gazing spirit with a sense 

Of undiscovered grace 
Severed from view by fields immense 

Of intervening space ; 

Or if at hand, no less removed 

By barriers of being, 
Than if wide gulfs of heaven reproved 

With scorn the hope of seeing. 

P- 

Too finely spun for light of sun, 

Or light of moon to show ; 
Of features that do ever shun 

Their semblance fair to throw 

On organs of mere tempered clay, 

Such as are given to mortals, 
That scarce will send a glimmering ray 

Even through my clearer portals, 

A beauty rare and shadowy, 

Yet of true substance wrought ; 

The soul of all that outwardly 
By eye and ear is caught. 
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A beauty hid, no not in night, 

Or through obscurity ; 
But veiled from sight in viewless light 

Of heavenly purity. 

And lying as it were within 

The lovely world I see, 
Why may a world its lovelier twin, 

Its fairer self not be ; 

Covered from sight, yet shining ever 

In soft transparency ; 
Touching the soul and heart, but never 

Appearing outwardly ; 

A world where nothing e'er disolves, 
Wears out, or fades, or dies ; 

A world where blissful life revolves 
Like the eternal skies. 

Of such a realm the water-flow, 

Seems alway to be singing, 
And that is why a pearly row 

Each dark-lashed lid is stringing. 



i 
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For well I wot the waters ever 

Are murmuring of a sphere 
Whose loveliness their murmur never 

Is able to make clear. 

'Tis bliss of such a world to think, 

Tis sad not more to know ; 
And so with tempered joy I drink 

These tones of liquid flow. 

Sweet notes, the gentle waters ever 

Seem fondly to be catching, 
Of music they would fain deliver 

In strains more fully matching 

Some swell of spiritual sound 

That leaves the fluid air 
Unstirred, outpouring to its bound 

In waves so soft and rare, — 

The noiseless tones of happy creatures, 

Of an ethereal sphere ; 
A world whose voices, motions, features, 

Touch neither eye nor ear ; 
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Or unheard murmur of some river, 

There flowing evermore, 
Whose mystic lave and ripple-quaver, 

Pure spirit-music pour. 

Well see I that the waters ever 

Are striving to resound 
Surpassing harmonies which never 

Will pass their native bound, 

Save in faint echo, such as falls 

Now on my raptured ear, 
And dies within its chamber-walls, 

Asking another tear 

To tell I feel on this stream-brink 
Yet dare not hope to know, 

Pure melodies that bid me drink 
The Irwin's music flow. 

With less of bright and strong delight, 

But more of ecstasy ; 
With nameless rapture to requite 

For many a deep drawn sigh ; 
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And for the dimming of my eye, 

And veiling of its ray, 
In duty to the mystery 

That rules my spirit's play. 

So come the pure pearl-drops that string 

These azure-shading lashes ; 
And o'er each eye a rainbow fling, 

As in the sunlight flashes. 

No darker cloud begets the rain 
Now coursing down my cheeks, 

In gentle chase that not of pain, 
Nor yet of pleasure speaks ; 

Telling of both in fine alloy 

That fills with truer bliss 
Than boundiug flood of unmixed joy 

E'er bids this heart confess. 



Nor only in these river-tones 

Of fluent melody, — 
In other strains my spirit owns, 

No less, such mystery. 




256 THE 8UMMER QUEEN. 

Low-voiced sea- waves, in fretted caves, 

And on the yellow sand, 
Delight in the same tune that laves 

My ear, and on the strand 

Of my entranced soul now breaks 

In dreamy murmurings 
Of music that so strangely wakes 

These dew-distilling springs. 

And winds, that touch the forest-lyre 

To summer harmony, 
With birds of mellow pipe conspire 

The self same spell to ply. 

Nay, things that charm the eye confess, 
Scarce less than ear-caught measures, 

Some sphere of nameless loveliness 
And unimagined pleasures. 

Each fair flower-face beams with a grace 

Serener than its own ; 
As if its spirit drew solace 

From that fair world unknown. 
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Sweet blossoms, to the eye make good 

What now flows on the ear, 
And so are ever more bedewed 

With many a tender tear. 

The blue-eyed Morning seems to drink 

light of diviner ray, 
Than e'er pours she o'er crimson brink 

Of azure summer day. 

Erewhile her first full glance outbeams, 

Her opening lids are filled 
With lustre, as of heavenly dreams 

That linger still to gild 

Their sinking realm, with fading rays 

Of charm enough to render 
The eyesight void, its outward gaze 

Undone by inward splendour. 

As if in visions of the night, 

Scenes of a purer mould 
Than what consent to face the light, 

To her had been unrolled. 
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Or else sees she, to fill her eyes 

With shadowy glimmerings, 
The lovelier self of things that lies 

Under the coverings 

Of shape and hue which them array 

As body spirit dresses ; 
The essence hid within the clay 

Mayhap itself confesses. 

Dawns on her opening lids perchance, 

A fairer dawn, unsealing 
A rarer world to her eye-glance 

Than what she is revealing. 

Or is her soul filled, like my own, 

With soft subdued desire 
To reach the heart of the unknown, — 

Not as by glance of fire; 

Not by stroDg force of bright eye-seeing 

Or keenness of the ear ; 
But by calm gaze of wistful being, 

And spirit tuned to hear : 
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Is that what fills the Morning's eye 

With the mysterious light 
Whose shadowy tonings I descry 

With sweetly sad delight ? 

Does she like me with gladness fed 

The beautiful unseen ! 
Does o'er her heart like sadness steal 

At thought of the dark screen ! 

Ah then ! the fountain of the dew 

All clear to me appears, 
And well I guess why we renew 

Tears ! sympathetic tears, 

Shed by us both, at break of day 

On flowery bank and mead ; 
Drops of serenest jewel-ray 

Like shower of pure pearl-seed ; 

Drops of a strain to match the train 
Now coursing down my cheeks 

In gentle chase that not of pain 
Nor yet of pleasure speaks ; 



260 THE SUMMER QUEEN. 

Telling of both in fine alloy 
That fills with deeper bliss 

Than bounding tide of unmixed joy 
E'er makes my heart confess. 

So of the world-awaking Virgin 
Who keeps day's eastern gate : 

Of her who at the other margin 
Waits on the sunset state ; 

The Maid who holds the western bar, 

Whereat so oft delays 
The pompous pageant spreading far 

And wide its royal blaze ; 
• 
She at whose port the golden car 

In crimson cloud-tent lingers, 
Oft-times, until her own fair star 

Urges her tardy fingers, — 

Bids her now hasten the array 
Of the proud chariot-throne, 

And shut once more the gates of day, 
That night may have her own. 
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What mood of mind confesses she 
Who stands 'twixt day and night ? 

What does she in her twilight see, 
And how owns she the sight, — 

Not of the Tyrian colours high, 

And glittering pageantry 
That spread athwart the fields of sky 

To sever night from day,— 

Not of the mere cloud-gilding blaze 

That fills the outward orb ; 
But of those purer vision-rays 

Which all true minds absorb ? 

What of her inward glance of soul, 

And secret tone of heart, 
As on her eye these glories roll 

And once again depart ? 

Unless my own deep searching gaze 

Was given me to deceive, 
Her nature not a whit gainsays 

Her name of — pensive Eve. 
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Alway to stand and hold command 
Where Night meets Day's parade, 

But not to know and understand 
The force of light and shade ; 

To dwell upon the boundary line 
Where they exchange domains, 

In slow debate, yet not divine 
The sense of their mixed reigns ; 

To watch the whole in grand onroll 
And play of outward being, 

Yet ne'er to trace ought of the soul, — 
Were all too poor a seeing 

For her, whose hest the shining Day, 
And the bright-visioned Night, 

At once and equally obey 

On that same shore of light, — 

Of light and dark, whose war of tides, 

In proud imperious swell 
Of gold and crimson glory rides, 

Till her o'er-ruling spell 
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Softens the high and haught flame-wave, 

Bidding it melt away 
And sink from sight in dying lave 

Of dim and shadowy ray. 

Ah, well I trow, that mighty flow 
Owns one whose eyelids drink 

More than the flood of passing show 
That streams o'er her sky-brink. 

Nor purple breast, nor gilded crest 

Of gorgeous ether-billow 
Contents her eye, or haunts the rest 

She seeks on nightly pillow ; 

Nor yet the softer loveliness 

Of the expiring splendour : 
Piercing the dress, her glances press 

The being to surrender. 

Too wisely wields she there the reins, 

No better wealth to reap 
Than gleam of gold and silver veins 

Barring the azure steep. 
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A goodly store of wisdom's ore, 

Drawn from strange hidden mines, 

Is hers who holds day's western shore, 
Or ill this heart "divines. 

A shadow-land ! yet substance lying 
Wrapt in each vapour-fold ; 

Riches the onyx stone outvieing, 
Pearl, ruby, silver, gold. 

A land of airy scenery, 

Dissolving like flower-breath ! 
So to dull sense, the inner eye 

Sees beauty mocking death. 

No realm of grandeur more elate 

Within the blue sky-wall, 
Than hers who rules the sunset state, 

And sable curtain's fall. 

And none more delicately fair 

In colour and in line, 
Is seen on earth or in the air, 

Within that wide confine, 
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Nor mark I any more profound 

In mystery of grace, 
However far my eye may sound 
. The deep blue sea of space. 

Serenely stands she in the twilight, 

Betwixt the Night and Day ; 
And in her mellow-coloured skylight 

Looks on the mingled play, — 

Drinks in the high and deep converse 

Of these two regal powers 
Whose empire is the Universe ; 

Who rule its passing hours, 

Its days, its years, its ages wide, 

Its cycles slow revolving, 
Its awful grandeurs that abide, 

And beauties quick dissolving ; 

Its times and seasons, yea, and all 

Therein that come and go 
By birth and death, that bloom and fade 

Away or fast or slow ; 

s 



266 THE BUMMER QUEEN. 

The two in whom all creatures live, 
And move, and have their being ; 

The two who fairest order give ; 
At strife, the more agreeing 

■ 

To grace and gladden earth and sky, 

With ceaseless fluctuation, 
Defying drear Monotony 

To press down the creation ; 

Else of his sullen sway the prey, 

And by his numbing breath 
Spoiled of all various pleasant play, 

And doomed to living death. 

Darkness and Light ! O who shall tell 

What they to her reveal ! 
Things high as heaven, things deep as hell 

Own their imperial, seal. 

The first, the mother of the world, 

Ancient when time began ; 
In whose deep womb all lay encurled 

That fills the azure span , 
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The all-conceiving one who sat 

In brooding solitude, 
Age upon age, ere she begat, 

Her first-born — shapeless— crude ; 

And ages upon ages more, 

Ere smiled in her swart face, 
Her next all sightly, to the core 

A child of lovely grace ; 

The very one who owns her claim, 
And there for her makes way ; 

Fair Light who out of Darkness came, 
To share her boundless sway. 

He of the clear and searching eye 
Which all things doth explore : 

Of these she of the sunset sky 
Reaps else than half-ripe lore. 

A boundless flow of revelation 
Must she with ease command 

Who claims of right high, ruling station 
In that grand border-land. 
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A stream of truth both deep and pure, 
Her calm heart must be gladdening ; 

Tet tastes she mixture, no less sure, 
Whose quality is saddening. 

In that same mystical converse, 

Betwixt the Night and Day, 
Hears she ofttimes strange things that scarce 

May ask for gayety. 

The past, — its awful history 
Of sweeping change they tell ; 

The future, full of mystery, 
Forecast they in deep spell. 

Tones, with the gloom of the unseen, 
And with its brightness fraught, 

That pass between these two at e'en, 
Her wistful ear hath caught. 

Nor need I vaguely guess of her 
Who holds the west-gate key, 

That she gleans what will hardly stir 
Her soul to levity. 
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In that same sky ofttimes have I, 
Watching the sinking show 

Or deepening shades, assuredly- 
Heard words of measured flow ; 

And many a strange and mystic token 

Has met my anxious gaze, 
And muttered accent curt and broken 

Has held me in amaze. 

Have come soft gleams and glimpses bright 

Of Beauty's very core ; 
Have opened gulfs of blackest night, 

My heart confounding sore. 

Now mind is lost in strange emotion, 

As of the being sinking 
In depths of some ethereal ocean 

Drowning all thought of thinking ; 

Revealing scenes of speechless wonder, 

Of grandeur and of grace, 
As if the veil were rent asunder, 

And the hid dwelling-place 
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Of Beauty's soul before the eyes 

Its secrets now displayed 
To gazer taken by surprise, 

O'erjoyed yet half dismayed. 

Now in the sweetest tones is told 

The loveliness of things ; 
How Perfect Goodness from of old 

Hath swept all nature's strings ; 

How this great world is wisely swayed 

By heart of purest love ; 
And is a plan full well outlaid 

By One all fault above. 

How it a glorious course shall run 

On to eternity ; 
Or if its powers waste and run done, 

For higher life shall die. 

On run such tones till I confess 

An overpowering charm 
Whose might, the more it doth oppress, 

The less would I disarm. 
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As the deep converse deeper grows, 
Beauty, too deep for gladness, 

My spell-bound spirit overflows 
With tide of blissful sadness. 

O depth of more than deepest pleasure I 
Would that I knew no other ; 

And that this heart had not to measure 
A depth enough to smother 

Its very groans, and make it still 
With cold and sickening fear, 

As if ran breath of winter chill 
Through midtime of the year. 

Meseems, by some dark sign revealed, 
Or vague inborne impression, 

Comes what no words of mine can wield, 
So dread that sky's confession. 

Rises a dismal sea, to flood 

The lovely western strand ; 
To waste, and turn to slime and mud, 

Its scenes so fair and grand : 
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A dismal sea, whose waters swell 

Until they swallow all ; 
A sea of doubt deeper than hell, 

Washing the bright sky-wall : 

Swelling until both earth and heaven, 

And all that they contain, 
To its devouring jaws are given, 

like wrecks to northern main. 

It cannot be that their converse, 

Howe'er to me it seem, 
Hints darkly that the Universe 

Is but an empty dream ; 

Its frame and substance pithless stubble, 

Its life a. passing breath ; 
Its beauty but an air-blown bubble 

On the deep wave of death. 

It cannot be, yet oft I feel 

As if such tale were told, 
As if I traced such stamp and seal 

Upon that melting gold, — 
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Seem I, in the dissolving wealth, 

And fading purple folds 
Of that bright sky, to read the stealth 

Of all that this world holds, 

To the eternal nothingness 

From which all being came ; — 

To read that all is breath, and less — 
A ray — a flash of flame ; 

A feeble momentary spark, 

By Chance or Fate struck out, 

Swallowed by everlasting Dark, 
With grim and hideous flout. 

Count I that shadow of the twilight 

A dream of my own breast ; 
Of hers, who claims the mellow sky-light, 

Perchance ne'er once a guest. 

Tet ne'ertheless, with ease I trace 

Enough on that west shore, 
And in that Virgin's speaking face, 

To know that at the core 
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There is, and must be something else 
Than light and mirthful play ; 

At every glance mark I what tells 
Of comely gravity. 

O pensive Eve ! mine eyes receive 

Such a report of thee, 
Each time the Light and Darkness weave 

Their web of mystery. 

However glad, thy face still sad 

With dreamy reverie, 
Than if it were with gay smiles clad, 

Is fairer far to me. 

Its loveliness so sweetly chastened 
With richest hue of thought, 

That my heart's love to thee is hastened 
To go ere it is sought. 

And so wait I at eventide 

To see the high parade ; 
And still in sight of thee abide 

Till all has sunk in shade. 
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And when the soft and shadowy mist 

Is gathering in thine eye, 
Shut drowsy lids in sleep who list, 

Mine drink the western sky. 

And when the haze dissolves in dew, 

Falls many a tear of mine ; 
Such twilight mixture is not new, 

Of my pearl-drops and thine. 

Drops of a strain to match the train 
Now coursing down my cheeka 

In gentle chase that not of pain, 
Nor yet of pleasure speaks ; 

Telling of both in fine alloy 

That fills with deeper bliss 
Than bounding tide of unmixed joy 

Ere bids this heart confess. 

sweetest country of my birth ! 

Far in the southeHi sea, 
Where all year long both sky and earth, 

So gracious are to me. 
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Well do I know thy beauteous face, 

And well regard its smile ; 
And ne'er shall other country's grace, 

From thee my heart's love wile. 

O ever dear ! yet still my tongue 
From truth shall never swerve, 

Or to thy vantage leave unsung 
What praise these shores deserve. 

« 
All lovely in my eye art thou, 

None may with thee compare ; 

Yet this same land of rugged brow, 

And cold, harsh-tempered air, — 

This northern country, too, has graces, 
Not vainly matching thine ; 

This land, too, knows of sweet solaces 
That bid it not repine. 

O lovely fair its clear-tongued streams ! 

And sweet the song they sing ; 
Most beautiful the rosy beams 

Of its dew-bright day-spring. 
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All glorious its eventide sky-light 

With colours rich and high ; 
And rare the glimmer of its twilight 

When the strong splendours die. 

O sweetest country of my birth ! 

Fax in the southern sea, 
My lips must own such pleasant mirth 

Of streams is not in thee. 

Nor does such soft, slow-flowing dawn 
Break on thine eastern strand ; 

Nor is the face of day withdrawn 
'Midst lingering state so grand. 

For there upsprings the mighty Sun 

Straight on his vertic mark ; 
And when his arching course is run, 

Down swoops the eager Dark. 



The coral cave now stays its stream 

Of purest silver song ; 
And misty dream veils her eye-beam 

Of splendour clear and strong, 



I 



Of outward scenery. 



But soon the light of fair day spring 

Dawns in the liquid blue ; 
And low, sweet sounds are on the wing, 

The soft spell to renew. 
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THE LIGHT OF DEATH. 

My cowslips stand with hanging head 
Waiting the touch of death ; 

To swell the crowd already sped, 
They yield their lingering breath. 

And that same tireless hand is reaping 

My violets speedily ; 
Soon shall they every one be sleeping 

In low damp bed of clay. 

My primrose stars are waning fast, 
Their paleness paler grows 

Each moment, ere a day is past 
The last faint glimmer goes. 
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But not for them shall sad tears fall, 

Nor shall my heart repine 
That my fair blossoms one and all 

Are born to swift decline. 

Too well know I the homage due 

To Him of awful sway, 
With foolish murmuring fret to rue 

That he gives for a prey 

Fair shapes that are but what He makesthem 
That have but what He gives, 

That come to life when He awakes them, 
To live in Him who lives ; 

Fair shapes that drink His light and dew, 

Soft air, and gentle rain ; 
That at His word rise into view, 

And sink from sight again. 

A prey ! not they, they draw warm breath 

And drink in what they can 
Of gladsome life, then rest in death, 

Ending where they began ; 
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What they have known of lively grace, 
' Clear gain to them, and all 
Who comnkme with them face to face, 
Betwixt their rise and falL 

Save to the fool who idly mourns, 
And worse than wastes griefs breath, 

By making all within life's bourns, 
In sooth, the spoil of death. 

Ah me ! and I myself have been 

No less than sp unwise 
In younger days, ere I had seen 

With the soul's inward eyes. 

Oft has this heart of mine been riven 
With grief at such life waste ; 

And many times has sorely striven 
With such sad deathward haste. 

At first sought I to ease the smart 

By giving way to fate ; 
And by so yielding did in part 

Find the sharp pang abate. 
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In vain ! in vain ! but nursing pain, 
Life's stream will take its course ; 

Since so it is that death's dark main 
Must drink, why make bad worse. 

At length, to help such poor relief, 

Some inborne sense was given 
Of counsel wise in span so brief ; 
- Came dawn of light from heaven : 

And, ray by ray rose the blue day 
Melting the sullen gloojn ; 

And so death-darkness wore away 
From off my flower life-bloom. 

The mystery, like cloud of morn 
That checks the Sun's clear eye 

Has broke, and light now doubly born 
Shines from pure azure sky. 

Yours a grand tale, O ye ! so frail 
That death scarce feels the strife 

With which you feebly meet assail 
Upon your gentle life. 
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Your word of truth know I full well, 

And pierce into its core ; 
And I do own it a good spell 

Of spiritual lore. 

Ask why that arm of awful might, 

Into the darksome clay, 
The fairest things that see the light, 

So quickly sweeps away ? 

The heavens shine on in quenchless glory, 

Stars fade not from the blue ; 
Why must earth tell another story, 

Made every moment true ? 

For this does He of dreadful name, 

Eternal beauty cast 
So free in dust, giving it frame 

That does not, cannot last : 

Lasts not, that so the lasting may 

Be better known to be 
No thing of mere attempered clay, 

Such as flesh-eye may see ; 



I 
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Life ! life invisible that can 

Take dress as it may list 
In this or that, of an hour's span, 

Year, age, O why insist 

On long or short, on fast or slow ; 

What these to the Eternal I 
What matters rate of ebb and flow 

To Him, in calm supernal, 

Who changes not through all the round 

Of ceaseless fluctuation, 
The heart, the soul, the source profound, 

And end of the creation ; 

To Him with whom one passing day 

Is as a thousand years, 
To whom a thousand years' array 

Like one short day appears. 

Appears ! O why, ye wayward lips 

Yent sound so ill agreeing 
With vision that derides eclipse 

Of true by seeming being, 
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.One and the same, a short day's bound, 
With years like stars of night, 

To Him whose nature knows no round, 
Whose thoughts wot not of flight. 

An age, not great enough to claim 

One full gleam of His face ! 
An instant, since He fills the same, 

What does it not embrace ! 

So, in His sight of kindred stamp, 
The flower a day will swallow, 

With the star-lamp that feels no damp 
Of death in night's deep hollow. 

Before His eye that livelong splendour 

Is no less swift to die 
Than beauty here, too soft and tender . 

To face one scowl of sky. 

The outward shapes alike are frail, 

Mere empty fleeting shades ; 
In each, to poise the inward scale. 

Something that never fades. 
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The life unseen, seen best in what 

So quickly perishes, 
To show He body sets at nought, 

Whilst soul he cherishes. 

A thousand shapes dissolve and die, 
His living thought lives on ; 

It flourishes eternally, 
All else is going, gone ! 

Ten thousand more will come and go, 
And myriads in their wake ; 

Or fast or slow the ebbing flow, 
To Him what is the stake ? 

But ah, to His weak-sighted creatures ! 

The more of death's assail, 
The more catch they of spirit's features, 

Through the rent body-veil. 

The life, a star's enduring crust 
Hides ages without measure, 

Escapes the flower's dissolving dust 
At death's mere passing pleasure ; 
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None loth to yield its frail roof-shade, 

Enters another dwelling, 
A lodge as fast in ruin laid, 

A new escape compelling. 

Escape of beauty ! 'tis her course 

Of deathless transmigration ; 
Herself surcharged with living force 

Bursts the clay habitation, 

That mortal eyes may better see 

Her immortality ; 
And learn that not her dress, but she 

Is the reality. 

O look not, look not on the clay ! 

Can shadow substance give? 
In a short day dying away ; 

Seek thou her life and live. 

O look not on the clay ! an hour 

Will lay its honour low ; 
See the true blossom of the flower 

In inward spirit-blow ! 
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Sith here eternal Beauty dwells, 

And may thine eye content, 
Look in, the lodger far exeels 

Her rose or violet tent : 

Or any flower-cord covering, 

Whate'er its lovely hue, 
O'er which the soft dawn hovering, 

Has sprinkled pure pearl dew. 

O fair the web ! of silken thread, 
And woven right cunningly ; 

Unmatched the dyes that rich skies shed, 
And beams of sun inlay 2 

Yet sorry show the curtain sheen 

Of purple, scarlet, gold, 
If she, within, is never seen, 

She of celestial mould. 

O count it not a hapless rending 

Of crimson, saffron, blue ! 
If to thine eye the gaps are lending 

True vision of the true. 
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see ! see once, and ne'er thine eye 

Again shall reck of bar ; 
Quick piercing form thou shalt outspy 

The soul Of flower and star. 

Undazzled by the shining dress 

And glittering show of shapg. 
Thy sight shall into substance press, 

Scorning mere coloured drape. 

So shalt thou find, each blossom fait 

Conceals a fairer being, 
An essence delicate and rare, 

Too fine for clay-eye seeing r 

And that the countless stars of night 

Burn not for outward glory , 
Nor in such wise misspend their light 

Through years and ages hoary. 

O taste the grace of dying flower ! 

Sweet flower that dies for thee ; 
Nor count it loss that every hour 

These lovely shadows flee : 
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In dust low lie, fade fall and die 

In swift and sure decline ; 
Die for thy life, and close bright eye 

That thou may'st open thine. 

And be there not of heavy souls 

So great a company, 
That all sweet flowers betwixt the poles 

Who shut lids on the sky, 

Give up the ghost, host after host, 

Are yet in all too few, 
And that to death they onward post 

No quicker than is due. 

Meseems that the immortal. spright 

Of Beauty bids decay 
And death take full and free delight 

Of ruin on the clay ; 

As all too little to apprise 

Mortals of an illusion 
That fills their eyes with mere dust-guise, 

To heart and soul's confusion. 
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So fade away my myriad flowers, 

■ 

Faster than man is heedful ; 
And myriads more shall strew my bowers, 
And death-seal still be needful : 

The green earth's blossoms by; entail, 

True marytrs to the true 
Unseen, for which, too, stars shell pale 

And fade from high. heaven's blue. 

Cease idle weeping for the frail 

Dust that so well dissolves, 
Since for an end that shall prevail, 

As age on age revolves, 

On the enduring orbs of night 

To melt away like dew, 
Before the rising of sunlight 

Revealing spirit's hue ; 

Chasing all shape and colour shades 

Like vapour of the morn ; 
Giving to day what never fades, 

Decays, or is outworn. . 
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O who will mourn that beams are shorn 
From off mere shadow-splendour, 

Who sees the hour of Beauty's aoora 
Of dress, and self-surrender ! 

O mortal see ! eya-sight in thee 
There is that might perceive, 

A light of truth that might thee free 
From earth mists that deceive,*— 

The virgin lily, spotless fair, 
Scarce matched in my estate, 

Her silent breathing filling air 
With odour delicate,*— 

See more than bodily completeness, 
What in the heart doth lie { 

Its lovely nature makes the sweetness 
Of her virginity. 

O look no more on lily pure, 

Blind to a purity 
Of no earth*birth, born to endure 

Unto eternity ! 
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Draw in the fragrance of a breath 

Of life, that cannot sink, 
A pure ethereal tide that death 

Need never hope to drink. 

O not the carmine of the rose, 

The glow of colour high ! 
With being let thy being close, 

Taste of the essence try. 

Not the cheek-blush, the warm heart-flush, 

The lively rose lies there, 
Beauty that's dried by no outgush, 

Or sear of autumn air. 

O no ! 'tis not the tinctured skin, 
Nor scent of the heart's ease ; 

With spirit's footstep go within, 
And her sweet spirit seize. 

The shape shall fall, the grateful scent 

Shall melt away full soon ; 
The gentle soul lives on unspent, 

It offers lasting boon. 
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The primrose star is waning fast, 

Her paleness paler grows 
Each moment, ere a day is past 

The last feint glimmer goes ; 

Yet shows she spiritual beams, 
More life-like than the rarest 

Stud in Orion's belt that gleams ; 
So if for life thou carest, 

Drink of such ray without delay, 
Drink life in with thine eye ; 

Choose life and live, or choose the clay, 
The death-pale clay, and die. 



She ceased, no more the music rang 

Upon my waiting ear ; 
But still, though she no longer sang, 

Her voice I seemed to hear. 

Its echo lingering in my soul 

Has never died away ; 
And so I freely give the whole 

That I heard there that day. 
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Her words of wisdom, like rich treasure, 

Lie hid within my heart ; 
And day by day, to me both pleasure 

And profit they impart. 

Yet I must own that there remains 

Much I could wish to know, 
Concealed no less than e'er her strains 

Came in such happy flow 

Of music, bearing on its wave 

Truth of so various hue ; 
Profound and simple, light and grave, 

Well blending old and new. 

Much did I draw from her fair lips, 

But less than I desired ; 
She gave as 'twere in drops and sips 

What had my spirit fired 

With thirst for living streams of knowledge 

That I had never found 
Flowing in human school or college, 

Nor yet through open ground 
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By the broad light of day revealed, 

In Nature's water-courses ; 
But murmuring in depths concealed,— 

Depths mocking the resources 

Of skilful and of patient drawing, 

Straining the wistful eye, 
Troubling the heart, and overawing 

The soul with mystery. 

It seemed as if some glimpse she gave me 

Of the deep hidden tide, 
And some few drops, as 'twere to save me 

From utter thirst, supplied. 

But yet I could full well perceive, 

That little had been granted 
Of what might most my scml relieve 

Of drought with which it panted. 

On the sealed waters as before, 

A cloud that hid the day 
Still rested, as on seas of yore 

The primal darkness lay. 
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And felt I that the deepest deep 

Lay utterly unsounded, 
And did its final secret keep 

From me still sore confounded, — 

Confounded not by rude rebuff 
Of bulk's o'ermatching vastness, 

Nor sky-abyss where, as in trough 
Of shoreless sea and mastless, 

Only frail floaters, on the wave 

Of thought confess that they 
Are swimming o'er the deepest grave 

Of reason's boasted sway, — 

Baffled, no, not by swelling size, 
Nor in space-gulfs upswallowed ; 

This frail flower-form me more defies, 
Here deeper gulfs are hollowed. 

Of its true substance one small grain, 
With that, O who may cope ! 

In vain ! in vain ! keen eyesight's strain 
But sickens famished hope. 
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One drop of its rich beauty's sense, 

Ah shoreless, soundless sea ! 
There sink I, whelmed in wave immense 

Of dread infinity. 

Such depths shall never to my thinking 

Show bottom-sign to me, 
Though down my plummet should go sinking 

To all Eternity. 

O but my soul, not vainly lost 

In His unbounded thought, 
Shall find herself t and counting cost 

Own she has cheaply bought 

Strength, grandeur, beauty, her true light, 

Her life of mystery 
Enough, enough for creature's sight ! 

God's shadow fills mine eye. 





ANNOCKBURN: 



A SCOTTISH LAY. 



THE MUSTER. 

The haughty English Edward swore 
To drown the Scots in their own gore ; 
To draw enough the North to drench, 
Enough her bravest hopes to quench. . 

" With axe and spear, with bow and brand 
111 scour and scourge that stubborn land ; 
Like my stern sire, the Scottish Hammer, 
I'll bruise and break, and fairly tame her." 

St. George's banner is unfurled ; 
A prouder flag in breeze ne'er curled ; 
And now the herald-blast of war 
Is loudly sounding near and far. 
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Swift fly the notes of stern command ; 
And swiftly many a warlike band, 
With stormy vaunt of English might, 
Comes armed to trample Scottish right 

From Northern march and Southern shore, 
From east and west in crowds they pour ; 
Of Norman blood, and Saxon mould, 
Knights clad in steel, and yeomen bold. 

The fiery Welsh have heard the call, 
And come in hordes the Scots to maul ; 
'The savage Irish cross the sea, 
And leap ashore with furious glee. 

And hastens many a trusty lance, 
From Gascony and Norman France ; 
Each leader loath to be the last, 
Each vassal following firm and fast. 

All come apace at Edward's beck, 
To break the Scots with iron check ; 
Noble and Franklin and base Thrall 
Hear and obey the tyrant's call. 
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The flower of England and of France, 
The Welsh and Irish all advance ; 
They tread the land, they crowd the wave 
To bind the free and crush the brave. 

The Southern army counted then 
Ten times ten thousand fighting men, 
Of knightly mein and stalwart build, 
All trained and hardened for the field. 

And there they stand, the stoutest host 
That ever English pride might boast 
Before or since, her foes to strike, 
Proud England hath not seen the like. 

THE MARCH. 

All mustered now and well arrayed, 
Straightway they march in grand parade, 
With trumpet-blast and ringing shield, 
Right eager for the battle-field. 

They cross the border, foot and horse, 
And northward still they bend their course; 
The horse are forty thousand strong, 
Sixty of footmen stride along. 
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They stamp a track with hoof and heel, 
And wider waste with fire and steel ; 
Before them all is green and fair, 
Behind them all lies black and bare. 

Ere yet they strike at Scotland's heart, 
Her breast with wanton wound must smart ; 
From Berwick onward all the way, 
Both right and left they burn and slay. 

The haughty host has seen no foe, 
No arm as yet returns a blow ; 
At their sheer mercy lies the land, 
And that is steel and fiery brand. 

Already as they march along, 
The king's own minstrel cons a song 
Of Southern might, of battle won, 
How English fight and Scotchmen run. 

Right on to Stirling town they press, 
Vowing to crush with cruel stress 
The Bruce with all his patriot band, 
There gathering to save the land. 
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The gallant Scots are now in sight, 
Their rear on Stirling's rocky height, 
Like men who will give blow for blow, 
Their faces face the coming foe. 

Thereon goes Clifford in advance, 
Eight hundred follow his bold lance ; 
For now 'tis time to. send relief 
To the sieged castle and its chief. 

Sir Philip Mowbray is in straits, 
And in sore need for succour waits ; 
But brave Lord Randolph, bars the way, 
And not a soul gets there that day. 

Of the eight hundred, four are slain ; 
The rest wheel round and spur again, 
With fury wild but courage tame, 
Right back along the road they came. 

The North and South have all but met, 
Their hearts alike on slaughter set ; 
Old hatred roused by blast of war, 
As smouldering coals by bellows are. 
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THE DUEL. 

But now the day has almost run, 
And fast sinks down the ruddy sun ; 
The Southern trumpets call a halt, 
It is too late for an assault. 

The impatient English stand a while, 
With cruel hate their bosoms boil ; 
All eager to begin the fight, 
They curse the check of failing light. 

Thus face to face the foemen gaze, 
Their armour dimming in the haze ; 
But ere the Southern lines retire 
One stroke of arms must vent their ire. 

An English knight of manly mould, 
Sir Henry Bohun stout and bold, 
Will tempt the Brace's arm of might, 
And try the chance of single fight. 

Out from the ranks to do his best, 
This champion spurs with lance in rest ; 
He pricks and gores his horse's sides, 
And in full charge on Robert rides. 
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The Bruce on a light palfrey's back, 
Sits all unarmed for such attack ; 
Yet he will blithely take the odds, 
Light play to him are sharp lance shods. 

Sir Henry gallops on amain, 
Like race he'll never run again ; 
Bold Bruce has cleft him to the chin, 
Helmet and skull alike too thin. 

Such omen of the coming fight 
Closes the day, and brings the night ; 
Now guards are set good watch to keep, 

And both the armies are asleep. 

« 

THE MATINS. 

At blush of dawn the hosts awake, 
And arming fast, the field they take ; 
They're standing where they stood before, 
Foe sternly facing foe once more. 

Now, with the morning's rising rays 
The English host is all ablaze ; 
Their steel-clad squadrons many a mile 
Are stretched along in glancing file. 
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God help the Bruce, and his brave band ! 
How shall his ranks the shock withstand, 
When once that fierce and fiery sea 
Shall dash on Scottish liberty ! 

Firm and unmoved the heroes stand, 
True to the cause of their dear land ; 
Each one resolves to do or die, 
None has come there to yield or fly. 

Tis not in numbers that they trust, 
For then each Scotchman perish must ; 
If one arm may not cope with three, 
Then woe to Northern liberty. 

The force they trust is truth of heart, 
A mightier power than spear or dart ; 
In freedom's cause their arms they wield, 
And freedom's name is sword and shield. 

In right their 4>rust, and Bruce's fame ; 
They whisper — " Wallace ! " but a Name 
Greater than all, runs through each rank, 
From centre unto either flank. 
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" The Lord of Hosts for us ! " they say, 
" To Him we kneel, to Him we pray ; 
Let Him be on our side this day, 
To Him we cry for victory." 

The Bruce has bowed his lofty crest, 
His bended knee the sod has pressed ; 
The fervour spreads from troop to troop, 
Common and haughty noble stoop. 

Thus lowly every warrior bends, 
And straight to heaven one prayer ascends ; 
Each heart burns with the holy fire, 
All lips repeat the same desire. 

Such sight the English van descries, 
And fiery Edward loudly cries, — 
" For mercy on their knees they fall, 
The Scots are cowards one and all ! " 

Out spoke Sir Ingram stout and bold, — 
11 My liege, I ken the Scots of old ; 
They kneel, but 'tis to God Most High, 
They mean to conquer or to die." 
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The words have not been more than said, 
When every warrior lifts his head, 
And turns with firm and fearless glance 
To meet the Southern foe's advance. 

THE BATTLE. 

The English horse the battle lead, 
And o'er the plain spur on at speed ; 
As not unused such shock to bear, 
The Scots stand fast with levelled spear : 

Upon that hedge of prickly steel 
The horsemen dash and backward reel ; 
The air is rent with clash of mail, 
Again they come but still they foil. 

The English long and fiercely strive, 
These stubborn ranks to break and drive ; 
But still the spear-heads gleam and glance, 
And still the spearmen keep their stance. 

In vain the horsemen thrust and slash, 
In vain they charge with thundering clash ; 
The foaming squadrons are no more 
Than waves spent on a rocky shore. 
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The horse are well and bravely led ; 
For gallant men are at their head, 
Young Glo'ster, and proud Hereford 
Well used to handle lance and sword. 

Their knightly valour is but draff, 
And force of numbers counts for chaff ; 
Where footmen fall they close again, 
Behind a sconce of horsemen slain. 

Twice sealed their fate, for it is clear 
That something else than Scottish spear 
Baffles and balks troop after troop, 
And quells its fierce and furious swoop. 

At each advance and each recoil, 
An unseen foe works wild turmoil ; 
The English hoofs strike treacherous sod, 
Pale death is lurking in each clod. 

Marred by steel-spike and hidden hole, 
Both horse and horseman helpless roll ; 
With dented mail and charger lamed, 
Full many a knight lies dead or maimed, 
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There lie they snared in wily noose, 
Few blessing God ; fewer the Bruce ; 
Their match alike in either strain, 
Be it stiff blow or stroke of brain. 

But now to help the worsted horse, 
The English archers come in force ; 
All yeomen tall a goodly throng, 
For they are full ten thousand strong. 

Each draws a bow of his own length, 
Of yew-tree shaven to suit his strength ; 
Each will have twelve cloth-yards to spare 
Wbentwelve havetwanged from his right ear. 

Upon a slope, and close at hand, 
The deadly bowmen take their stand ; 
Right on the Scots who fight below, 
Their arrows fall like showering snow. 

What wonder if the Scotchmen reel, 
For every flake is pointed steel ; 
Ten thousand shafts at once are sent. 
Ten thousand bows again are bent. 
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Three arrows each has shot, or four, 
And in each belt are yet a score ; 
Now from these sharp and deadly darts, 
Qod save the valiant Scottish hearts ! 

Again the yeomen draw the bow, 
For they are neither slack nor slow ; 
But ere these arrows end their flight, 
The archers are in piteous plight. 

Five hundred horse dash on amain, 
And quickly score on score lie slain ; 
They ride them down, they chase and rout 
In one half hour these yeomen stout. 

» 

For neither sword nor spear have they, 
Nor axe to help them in the fray ; 
Their bows are worthless in close fight, 
And nought remains but death or flight. 

And so the rout is sure and sore, 
And the Scotch ranks are galled no more ; 
All in good cheer they fight away. 
And hope to gain the bloody day. 
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They fight as men ne'er fought before, 
And heed nor wounds nor streaming gore ; 
Tet still the English heart is stout. 
And still the battle hangs in doubt. 

The battle field is reeking red, 
Thousands are dying, thousands dead ; 
With clamorous shouts, and clanging blows, 
The gasping foemen meet and close. 

With sword and spear, with axe and bill, 

They hack and stab, they cut and kill ; 

With deadly hate each face is pale, 

With blood is red both shirt and mail. 

• 
The yeoman's skull is beaten in, 

The knight lies cloven to the chin ; 

The Welshman's naked breast is slashed, 

The noble's steel-clad bosom gashed. 

Hoarse bursts of hatred and despair, 
And war-cries loud still rend the air ; 
With bloody blow and savage yell, 
^be battle waxes fierce aud fell. 
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THE ROUT. 

But now the English pause and halt, 
Now they have made their last assault : 
In turn the Scotchmen press them hard, 
And push them backward yard by yard. 

" On ! on ! " the valiant Scotchmen cry, 
" On ! on ! for life, for liberty," 
" On ! on !" they cry, "both foot and horse, 
For Scotland now with all our force." 

And on they go with might and main, 
They push the foe back o'er the plain ; 
They cross the Bannock's rugged bed, 
Bridging the stream with English dead. 

The Bruce has rushed with headlong surge, 
Of unblown squadrons to the charge ; 
The crowded ranks they rend and part, 
And pierce the army's fainting heart. 

And now the Southerns see a sight 
That doubly deepens their affright, 
The Scotch camp-followers from the rear, 
Fill up just dread with foolish fear. 
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Decked out in mock of war array, 
These churls a part heroic play ; 
With tent-sheet flag and shodless poll, 
They win a place in fame's high roll 

Half-blind with fear the English view 
The bold advance of this rude crew; 
" They come ! the Scots ! a second host, 
Ah lack-a-day the battle's lost ! " 

And so the famous fight is done, 

For now the English break and run ; 

The battle changes to a rout, 

And " Scotland ! victory ! " is the shout. 

Among the first king Edward wheels, 
The brave Lord Douglas at his heels ; 
The gallop is both swift and far, 
Nor slackens nearer than Dunbar. 

The beaten English ride and run, 
And curse the slow descending sun ; 
The vengeful Scotchmen fast pursue, 
And helpless crowds in pieces hew. 
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The North is red with Southern blood, 
The Forth drowns thousands* in her flood ; 
And those who gain the other shore 
As yet have paid but half their score. 

Still south the shattered host is driven, 
And sorer still each band is riven ; 
Behind they leave a hideous train 
Of bloody heaps and scattered slain. 

It was a long and breathless race. 

It was a fierce and fiery chase ; 

Short time they halt or slack their speed, 

From Stirling castle to the Tweed, 



Long as woods grow and waters flow 

Within our Scottish land, 
Long as waves dash with thunder crash 

Upon our rocky strand, 

While wild birds sing and bluebells spring 

And purple heather blooms, 
While brave Scotch thistle dareshowabristle 

To guard her gallant plumes; 
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Until her name sinks into shame, 

And her free spirit dies, 
Shall Scotland proudly sound the fame 

Of Bruce the brave and wise ; 

And in her heart she'll hold the day, 
When by the strength of right, 

He routed clean the full array 
Of England's martial might. 

Of royal Bruce and good Lord James, 

And men of low degree, 
Randolph and other noble names, 

All dear to liberty ; 

Of these, the brave who southward drave 

The strong and haughty foe, 
And of the brave who found a grave, 

In bloody bed laid low ; 

Of those who fought and lived to tell, 
Of those who fought and fighting fell ; 
Of all we'll think, to all we'll turn, 
And proudly boast of Bannockburjx, 




EED 




OTES. 



PiRT FIRST. 

A Weaver sat upon his loom, 

Ae dark December day ; 
Sad thoughts o'ercast his face wi' gloom. 

An' slow he plied the lay. 

His cheek was wan, his e'e was dim, 

He was in waefu* fettle, 
Life's burden it sat sair on him, 

An' slow he ca'ed the shuttle. 

Sad an' slow the shots he threw, 
An* slow he trod the treadles, 

An' slow the harness-flowers they grew, 
As see-saw gaed the heddles. 
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The Weaver's heart was fu' o' care, 

An* heavy was his e'e ; 
For he was doomed to battle sair 

Wi' cruel poverty. 

Snirly an* brittle was the yarn, 
Aye snappin' as he wove ; 

The waft would hardly lea' the pirn, 
An* rotten was the rove. 

Trade it was dull an* wages sina', 
Tatties and kitchen dear ; 

An* it took mony a weary ca', 
His daily way to clear. 

Trade it was slack an' wages sma' 
And waur than that to bear — 

Agents and Corks, in ruthless thra', 
Sought out each scob an' tear. 

Down gaed their glasses on his claith, 
Where'er a shot seemed missin', 

Wi' stoppages they wer'na laith 
His saia' returns to lessen. 
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Wi' damages they grun'd him doun, 

IV mony a cut returning 
They aware he was a feckless loon, 

An' didna' heed his mournin\ 

The Weaver mused on ilka ill 

An' wrang he did endure ; 
Nursin' what might wi' sorrow kill, 

But ne'er could work a cure. 

The Weaver thought upon his wife, 

He thought upon his weans, 
He thought upon his daily strife, 
* To win for them sma gains. 

He thought I ween on parritch thin, 

On coorse an' duddy claes, 
On sair worn sarks, an' clooted shoon 

That scarce would hide the taes. 

i 
He thought upon the rich an' great, 

Wha neither toil nor spin ; 

He thought upon the puir estate 

That he himsel' was in. 
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Ilk time upon that waefu' wab 

The Weaver turned his e'e, 
He aye the mair was like to sab 

Wi* grief an' misery. 

He thought upon the dolefu weerd 
That he was doomed to dree, 

Toiling for them wha wer'na sweert 
To clip his sma' baubee. 

He thought upon the greedy gleds, 
That rook the puir for profit ; 

An* weel nigh wust for them het beds, 
In that ill place ca'd Tophet. 

That last, I wot, camfrae the DeiL 

Or some ane o' his clem, 
Aye fain to stir up thoughts no leal, 

Within the heart o' mem. 

Now that his wits are crazed wi* woe, 

I'll lay for him a snare, 
And Til make sure, sae tttought the foe, 

To girn him like a hare. 










REED NOTES. 321 



Thus sad sat he upon his loom 
That drear December day, 

In waefu' mood an' fretfu' fume, 
Slow ca'ing at the lay. 
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PART SECOND". 

The Weaver sat upon his loom, 
That mirk and dreary day ; 

But now frae aff his face the gloom 
Began to pass away. 

Sic pynin* couldna dae him gude, 
Or help his grief to scare ; 

But syne cam on a better mood, 
That took him unaware. 

I ween, not o' his ain intent 

Cam' on that happy tid ; 
For weel I wot or e'er he kent, ' 

It cam' by help o' Gude. 
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As through a cloud breaks forth the light, 

There cam' a gleam o' grace, 
That cheered him in his waefu' plight, 

An' eased his sair distress. 

Now better thoughts he ca'd to mind, 
Thoughts o' that Mighty One 

Wha on the puir in heart looks kind, 
From his high place aboon. 

Syne thought he o' the ways o* God, 

Unto his creature man ; 
Wha gars us tread a rugged road, 

To tak' us by the han\ 

Syne thought he on the wab o* life, 
How swift its shots are cast ; 

How a' its flowers, or scant, or rife, 
Are woven out at last. 

He thonght upon the warp an* woof, 

Served by a righteous han', 
That maun be wrought to stan* the proof 

0* mair than mortal man. 
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He thought upon the mystic threads, 

That we are weavin* ever 
For him wha watches weel, and heeds 

The pattern we endeavour. 

He thought upon the grand design, 
Sketched out by One unseen ; 

How it should rise baith fair an' fine, 
Till the last shot's ca'd in. 

And now he saw 'twas nae puir stroke 

That God had sent to him, 
If at life's wab he didna boke, 

Nor wrought it slack an' slim. 

The warp an' woof were spun wi' sleight, 

Surpassin' human skill ; 
The pattern weel might stan' the light, 

Fair woven to the keel. 

The wab cam' frae a maister wha 

Will fairly try each weaver, 
Nor mak' the maist o' scob or gaw, 

But pay without a swither. 
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Thus better thought he o* the matter, 
And buckled his sark sleeve, 

To drive the lay wi* cheerfu' clatter, 
An' gar the shuttle scrieve. 

Fu* blythely now his arm he swang, . 

An' fast he trod the treadles ; 
An' fair the curtain flowers they sprang, 

As lightly danced the heddles. 

The waft mair freely left the pirn, 

As in sic mood he wove ; 
Less fashious were the threads o' yarn. 

And no sae frush the rove. 

As his sair heart threw aff its wae, 
Ilk thing changed clean its natur, 

The vera Hawk, that bird of prey, 
Seem'd no sae ill a cratur'. 

For now a' things in fairer light, 
The light o' love were seen ; 

An* he wove on wi' a' his might, 
Weel strengthened frae aboon. 



«• is» ma ew 



THE SUMMER QUEEN. 

Note on Canto Sixth. — The Gotbic style of archi- 
tecture is commonly traced to the old pine-woods where 
our Norse sires were educated. If we cannot be sure 
that the one is the root of the other, it is hardly to be 
doubted that there is betwixt the two a likeness, both 
as to outward feature and spiritual expression, such as 
this part of the poem seeks to express. The strong 
light and shadow of Gothic character brought out in 
this canto is historically true. 

Note on Canto Seventh. — The epochs are in the 
main what Hugh Miller gives in his "Testimony of the 
Bocks," modified to suit the different aim ; the matter 
of science being made secondary to that of poetry. 

The periods are, first, the oldest when the internal fire 
boiled so strong that all the water was thrown up in a 
universal cloud of mist, for ages shutting out the sun 
from the earth's desolate and lifeless surface, until at 
length the subsiding heat allowed the vapour partially 
to condense and fall into the hollows, forming seas, 
which in due time began to show the first rude types 
of animal life. 

Second, the period of the Flora, when the earth's 
surface was covered with a more luxuriant growth of 
trees and plants than has ever since appeared. 

Third, the period of great sea monsters and gigantic 
birds. 

Last, the period of huge land animals, gradually 
improving in type until man came to crown the plan. 

These are the successive periods followed, with the 
exact science of which the writer, however, does no 
concern himself, his responsibility in their selection 
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lying in his judgment as to their poetical plasticity and 
fitness to serve an aesthetic and moral end rather than 
one of more rigid truth. 

Page 10, Stanza 4.— Terms of conveyance in 
Scottish law. 

Page 28, Stanza 5. — The plantain-tree beam a 
luscious fruit, much used as food in tropical countries. 
The fruit of the bread-tree when baked resembles a 
leavened loaf. 

Page 29, Stanza 1. — Coco, Spanish of cocoa; here 
used, as the English form leads some to mispronounce 
the word. — The cow-tree, palo de vaca of South 
America, described by M. Humboldt, which, when an 
incision is made in the trunk, yields a sweet and 
nutritious milk, flowing most freely at the rising of 
the sun, when the natives gather a supply for the day's 
wants, in vessels provided for the purpose. 

Page 29, Stanza 4. — The banian, a species of fig 
found in India, Cochin China, and Ceylon. Its 
branches send down shoots, which take root and 
become minor stems surrounding the main trunk. The 
boughs thrown out by these do the same, and this 
goes on till a vast pillared tent is formed, under which 
many thousand men may find shelter. 

Page 33, Stanza 4. — See Job xxxi. 26, 27. 

Page 43, Stanza 2.— -The love-bird, a beautiful 
little parrot, as gentle and sweet-tempered as others of 
its kind are the reverse. 

Page 43, Stanza 4.— The flamingo, a tall, scarlet 
coloured bird of the crane-kind, found in Africa and 
America. The " measured file " is according to report 
of the old voyagers. 

Page 44, Stanza 1. — The cassowary, a gigantic, 
fierce-looking, but timid bird of Eastern Asia. The 
helmet is a conical swelling of the skull bones. 

Page 44, Stanza 4. — The humming-bird does not 
alight on the flowers from which it sucks honey, but 
supports itself by so rapid a motion of the wings that 
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these are invisible, and the creature seems to keep its 
place by some magical power of buoyancy. Its plumage 
rivals the ruby, opal, and other precious stones in lustre. 

Page 51, Stanza 2. — Our spring east-winds come 
from Siberia, over the Baltic and German seas. 

Page 53, Stanza 5. — At the time our summer 
commonly begins (May 21st), the sun is leaving the 
Bull's left horn, and going straight upon Orion's club 
towards the Twins. 

Page 54, Stanza 1. — The sun, August 23, leaves 
the Lion's tail, and enters the sign of the Virgin. 

Page 60, Stanza 3. — The charlock, wild mustard, 
our Scotch willkaiL 

Page 61, Stanza 1.— The pimpernel shuts at noon 
and on approach of rain, hence called the poor man's 
clock and the shepherd's weather-glass. 

Page 66, Stanza 5. — The white opium poppy. 

Page 68, Stanza 4. — This description of July 
will be acknowledged true by readers who live in the 
west of Scotland. 

Page 78, Stanza 5. — According to the old herbal- 
ists, such as Culpeper. 

Page 138, Stanza 1. — Holmgang fight, duel 
which the Norsemen commonly fought on some retired 
river holm, and named accordingly.— Scaldic story: 
the Scalds were the Norse poets, whose main business 
it was to put into verse and recite the warlike deeds of 
their own and past times. 

Page 141, Stanza 3. — Norland has been preferred 
to Nordland, as the latter is the name of a division of 
Sweden, forming an insignificant section of Scandinavia, 

Page 148, Stanza 2. — Nidding — worthless fellow, 
a Norse term of utter reproach. 

Page 148, Stanza 3. — Viking, Jarl, Bonde — tea* 
king, earl, freeholder. 
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BANNOCKBURN. 

Page 29, Stanza 2. — The Scottish Hammer, 
Edward the First, so called on account of the manner 
in which he braised the Scots : he against whose 

i usurpation Wallace, Bruce, and other patriots long 

• strove unsuccessfully. 

Page 313, 8tanza 4— Bruce decided the battle 
t by charging in person at the head of the reserve of horse. 
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Agents, men who transact between the manufacturer 
and the weaver. 

Corks, masters. 
i Cut, piece of cloth. 

| Oaw, a gap in the cloth between threads of weft. 

I Glasses, small lenses used to examine the web. 

Harness, a species of flowered muslin. 

Hawk, not that of Natural History. 

Heddies, threads by means of which the warp is cloven 
to receive the weft. 
I Keel, a red or blue mark- on the warp showing where 

the piece should end. 

Lay, frame by which the weft is driven home. 

Hove, weft which forms the pattern. 

Scob, a flaw, weft not interwoven with warp. 

Shot,' a thread of weft thrown by the shuttle, 
i Stoppages, deductions on account of damages, 

i Stroke, term applied by the weaver to his web. 

i (Treadles, wooden shafts by which with his feet the 

I weaver moves the heddies. 
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